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DEDICATION 

For one very near, for one ever dear, 
And true as th' star-gems above her, — 

For one in whose eyes, my paradise lies, 
"The girl that I love,— God love her !" 

For friends I may meet, for friends that I greet. 
Whose friendship gives pleasure a zest, — 

Fve gathered these flowers, my thoughts thro' th' 
hours. 
In the magical land of the west. 

I gather the story, the theme of her glory. 
In th' grandeur of mountains and hills; 

In th* blue of her skies, the rich crimson dyes. 
In the flowers by her rippling rills. 

From morning's first ray, tillth' close of th' day, 
The sunlight o'er mountain tops playing, — 

Ever kisses his hand to the rich valley land. 
Where the shadows are hiding and straying. 

In silver and gold her riches are told, — 
But her beauty and splendor to me 

Are her rivers and rills, rushing down from her 
hills. 
Thro' sweet valley homes to the sea. 



PREFACE 

These "Cloud City Chimes," these verses and 

rhymes, 
Are some of the children begotten at times 
From the brain or the heart of "a limb of the law," 
When forgetting to question or pick out a flaw. 
In fact, at such times, the "grav'men" of crimes 
Had no logic or place, in the metrical chimes 
That rang, "vi et armis" (perhaps that's misleading 
Or scarce in accord with "Stephen on Pleading"). 
Be that as it may, I most truly can say 
A trespass or raid never troubled the day, 
Or haunted an evening ("Scire licet"). 
With thoughts of "mesne profits," or grant of a writ. 
"Washburn's Real Property" was nothing to me. 
And "Pomeroy" scarce furnish'd enough "Equity" 
To stir up a jingle; so here, ^*Be it known," 
I plead an "Estoppel" on "Mr. Blackstone." 
1 make no defense, but with "Malice prepense" 
I ignored Mr. "Thompson" on what's "Negligence;" 
I paid no attention to "Story on Bills 
Of Exchange" when I dream'd of humanity's ills. 
Old "Daniel" was stuck on "Negotiable" truck. 
And "Jones," with his "Mortgagee's" troubles and 

luck; 
So these, with "Addison on Torts" and vexation, 
I put in a bunch with "Cooley's Taxation." 
There's "Parsons on Contracts," and wherein he 

lacks 
Mr. "Bishop" comes on with citations and facts; 
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And "Greenleaf on Evidence" slaps down his paw, 
And "Dillon" trumps in with "Munipical Law." 
Why should one be needing sly "Chitty on Plead- 

ing, 
When the heart of the toiler is weary and bleeding? 
What's the use of the law when its tenets and func- 
tions 
Can be frittered away with "High on Injunctions" ? 
E'en "Moses" may cram us with his work on "Man- 
damus," 
And "Kent" with his "Commentaries" often "flim- 
flam" us; 
"Taylor's" "Landlord and Tenant," and "Redfield 

on Wills," 
Are enough to "be-devil" the "Gods of the Hills." 
I've drawn these "Complaints" without any re- 
straints 
In the "Forms of the Law," with its "Writs" and 

"Distraints;" 
My "Pleas" and "Demurrers" I left to the "Furies," 
Or possibly "Sackett's Instructions to Juries." 
The law's "salient features" are worrysome teachers 
To bind and "save harmless" God's down-trodden 

creatures ; 
They may "plead, answer, demur," and even 

"reply," 
In the Law Courts or Courts where its all 

"Chancery." 
So I've cut them all out, by a quick "right-about," 
And the "force and effect" of a "reasonable doubt" 
To which I'm entitled, at seasons and times, 
When eschewing the law for rhythms and rhymes. 
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McKINLEY* 

IN MEMORIAM. 

As sinks the sun to rest at close of day, 

Amid the roseate splendors of the west ; 

Where lies the mystic beauty of th' golden sea, 

Whose varied hues are ever ill at rest ; 

So memory comes, — with colors more divine, — 

To paint the glory of a deathless name 

High in th' "Hall of Fame;" and on the page 

Of history to place another name, 

Crown'd with the lustre of immortal deeds. 

Honor and Glory, — Fame ! For him who sleeps 

Within that "narrow house,'' the victor's crown; 

Aye, wreaths of immortelles, a nation's tears. 

We hear again the tread of martial feet, 

The muffled drums' deep tones of grief and woe, — 

The soft, sad music o'er the voiceless dead. 

We see our starry flag, entwin'd with wreaths 

And bud and bloom, that shed their perfum'd life 

About th' coffin'd form; cordons of soldiers. 

Horse and foot ; — throngs on throngs, a living mass 

That press their way, for yet another look 

Upon the placid face of him whose form 

Was lying there, waiting its final rest. 

The great and good, the rich and poor were there. 

To do him reverence, who erstwhile liv'd 

Th' statesman of his age; a crowned monarch 

/ 

♦This poem was awarded the first prize at the National 
Eisteddfod, held in Scranton, Penn., in May, 1902, the prize 
being donated by The Scranton Tribune. The Tribune Pub- 
lishing Association has given its consent for the publication 
of the poem by the author. 
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In patriot hearts and homes, where freedom lives 

And sheds its benediction o'er a land 

Where God himself hath wrought, in thought and 

work, 
The liberty of man, — ^th' matchless splendor 
Of a land, to be the "Star of Empires- 
Leading on to more resplendent glory. 
"Great man and good,'' — the verdict of a world 
Where kings and princes reign; — ^and manhood 

own'd 
The noble life and purity of thought 
That mark'd his upward way, where high he stood 
On Fame's Eternal Mount, Our Nation's Chief. 
And those who lov'd him here, strong hearts and 

true. 
Have named him best, in all that serves to make 
The grandeur of a life well spent, — that gives 
To human hearts the hope of better years. 
And so we come to speak his praises here; 
To tell the work and true nobility 
Of one who rests to-day wrapt in the love 
Of trusting hearts, that knew his innate worth. 



He was of lowly birth; no herald's voice 

Proclaim'd glad tidings of the natal hour 

That gave to earth this child of common clay ; 

He rose unaided and alone; by work 

And toil, he mark'd th' way to high achievement ; 

And as the cry for help went up, when war's 

Grim visage swept the angry sky, he went 

A stripling to th' field where rag'd th' battle's 

storm, — 
And in the ranks that fought at Freedom's call 
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He did his part, and to his country gave 

Young manhood's years ; and then with well-earn'd 

rank, 
He bravely sought to reach those grander heights 
Where Honor waits, to crown her daring sons. 
In council hall, in State and Nation both, 
His voice rang out in freedom's cause,-r-until 
His name became th' synonym of power. 
And glory mark'd him for her own, — and plac'd 
Upon his brow her wreath of fame, — and put 
Within his hands th' helm to guide and pilot 
O'er th' ocean's way the grand old Ship of State. 
Full well the work was done, — the Nation heard 
The call of stricken ones, — ^their hopes destroy'd, 
Their lands despoil'd and desolate, beneath 
The iron heel of dark, despotic pow'r; 
The cry of famish'd lips that rose to heav'n 
From crush'd and bleeding hearts and ruined 

homes, — 
That told the tale of Cuba's crimson'd sod. 
Wet with the red tears of her fallen brave. 
And when the curtain'd shadows of the night 
Had spread thick darkness o'er Havana's bay, — 
And th' fair stars had closed their glitt'ring eyes, 
A blow was struck that shook the mighty deep, 
Where lay the Maine, wreck'd by the treachery 
Of dastard hands; beneath that star-gem'd flag, 
Which but a few short hours before was hail'd 
By stalwart tars — "Proud ensign of the brave!" 
Were crushed and mangled forms; while th' red 

wine 
Of patriot blood flow'd thro' th' great ship's side. 
Freedom wept, — as th' Recording Angel took 
His pen of fire and wrote those deathless names 
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Upon the Martyr Roll of Liberty. 

Tears for our dead ! — But Justice drew her sword, 

And at the call of him who watch'd serene, 

In th' high tower of Freedom's hallowed fane. 

The nation rose and threw its giant arms 

On land and sea, 'round its despotic foe; 

And Spanish power and hate, dead in th' grave 

It fashion'd for the form of Liberty, — 

Gave birth to freedom's day-star in the east. 

And fix'd th' bow of promise in th' distant west. 

Peace spread her wings ; th' glory of Manila Bay, — 

The splendor of th' charge up San Juan Hill, — 

The "Captain's fight," where steel-clad monsters met 

'Mid smoke and flame, and battle shot and shell. 

That left upon a rock-bound coast the wreck 

Of mighty battleships, marking the close 

Of Spain's illustrious deeds and regal fame; 

Where patriot valor crush'd her tyrant pow'r, 

Leaving an heritage of peerless deeds 

To crown th' dauntless courage of th' North and 

South, 
Baptis'd anew in the red flame of war: 
From lake fring'd north to sunny southland rang 
Glad shouts of victory; from the far east 
To "Golden Gate" and distant Orient 
The voice of Liberty proclaim'd the death 
Of tyrant rule — the birth of Freedom's sons. 
Again the nation spoke: and he, whose hand 
Had steered the Ship of State thro' troubl'd ways 
Once more was called to take th' helm, and guide 
To Destiny's wide imperial port 
Fair Freedom's ship upon the peaceful waves. 
Where commerce mark'd the way to high success. 
He took the helm, and grandly sped that ship 
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With sails full set o'er the white waves of Hope : 
Short day, his voice was heard in lov'd command ; 
And as he stood, in manhood's strength and power. 
Where thousands waited for his earnest words. 
He told of work well done, — of promised years : 
Then with prophetic voice declar'd the way 
To grand achievements and a nation's goal. 
Those halls where Science, Art and Genius sat 
Rang with glad shouts and loud huzza*?,— nor told 
How soon th' night of grief would shroud th' 

matchless day. 
Great throngs, — the high and low, the great and 

good,— 
Press'd on to grasp the noble hand and mark 
What thoughts would fall from lips of eloquence. 
Smiling he stood, with gracious mien, clasp'd hands, 
And gave to all kind words of hope and love; 
E'en took the Judas hand that struck him down 
And fell, Columbia's martyred son ! 

Farewell 
Brave heart ! For you a nation's tears are shed. 
O, man of matchless mould ! Oh, spirit grand ! 
Ennobled by the breath of God-like thought, 
Thrilling a soul fill'd with the melody 
Of good to man. Heir to eternal fame ! 
Wrapt in the drapery of a people's love, — 
Entwin'd with garlands of immortal birth; 
We bow our heads to Him who rules on high. 
And weeping say : — "God's will, not ours, be done." 
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''FOR SHE WASN'T SO VERY OLD" 

Oh, her eyes were blue as the clear, bright sky, 

And her lips were cherry red; 
And the dimples I saw in her fair young face 

Were sweeter than smiles they wed. 
On her childish brow there clustered about 

Those tresses of fine-spun gold, — 
Far dearer to me than life itself, — 

"For she wasn't so very old." 

Oh, her joyous laugh was a ripple of hope. 

And her voice was soft and sweet ; 
And her mirthful glee, and her roguish ways. 

Kept pace with her dainty feet; 
And her little fat hands, kept busy alway. 

But at what, she never told, — 
Yet I reckon some mischief filled her brain, — 

"For she wasn't so very old." 

And at eventide, when the shadows crept 

Down the mountains far away, — 
She would come to me, all tired and worn 

With the romp and sport of the day ; 
And her words were ever, "Take me, mama, 

And tell me the story you told 
Long time ago, — 'bout the babe in the manger 
born;"— 

"For she wasn't so very old." 

And so to my heart I would clasp her close, — 
Where the curly head loved to rest ; 



CLOUD CITY CHIMES IJ 

And tell her once more of the Christ-child's birth 

As I held her to my breast ; 
And again how He loved the little ones here 

And would gather them to His fold — 
If they'd always be good as she was then ; — 

"For she wasn't so very old." 

And then she would murmur, — "I'm sleepy now," 

And slip down beside me there, — 
And fold her fair, little dimpled hands 

Saying over her night-time prayer ; 
And often I wondered if angels could be 

More pure in their glitt'ring mold 
Than my sweet, precious darling that lisp'd out 
those words; — 

"For she wasn't so very old." 

Oh, long, long ago are those years to me, — 

And I seem to hear once more 
The angel voice that was hers on earth 

Tho' it comes from yon shining shore. 
And I know that my journey is well-nigh done, — 

Nor long will it be till I hold 
That precious one to my heart and life, — 

"For she wasn't so very old." 
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TO-MORROW 

I have heard of the past, its story is told, 

I have cherished fond moments of bliss; 
I have met and clasped hands where hearts beat as 
one 

In seasons of pleasure like this ; 
But give me the future's sweet laughter and song, 

For the past, with its joy and sorrow. 
Bears naught that can charm, like the beautiful hopes 

That gleam thro' the gates of To-morrow. 

In childhood's sweet dawning, in youth's merry 
mom. 

While visions entrancing surrotmd us ; 
'Mid the joys and the pleasures that beckon us on. 

Ere life's galling chains have bound us; 
How we gaze on the future, the dream-land of hope. 

Nor care, nor trouble we borrow, — 
As listening we catch the sweet music that seems 

To float on the breath of To-morrow. 

And ever and alway, thro' th' length'ning years. 

While watching and waiting we say : 
"Not now, but to-morrow, — ^'tis the future hath 
charms; 

The present is only a day." 
And the grandeur of being, the glory of thought, 

The matchless in wisdom below, — 
Seems not to compare with the splendor that lies 

On the breast of the waiting — ^To-morrow. 
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Then hail to the morrow! the to-morrow of hope. 

The to-morrow of being and life! 
The to-morrow that beckons from Fame's jewel'd 
throne 

Thro' the grandeur of turmoil and strife. 
The to-morrow that laughs at the toils of to-day, 

The to-morrow of strength and endeavor; 
The to-morrow that smiles on the work we have 
done 

And seeks for the possible ever. 

Yet life, be it ever so beautiful here, 

But points o'er the mystical river, — 
To a land where the flowers of the spirit shall bloom, 

And blossom in beauty forever; 
And, oh, when life's battle is finished and o'er, 

And our journey is ended below, — 
May the angel of love give us welcome and cheer, 

To the paradise home of "To-morrow." 
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"ONCE ON A TIME'' 

Once on a time, I'm glad to say, — 
A "wee sma' girlie" found her way 
From but the paradise of love, — 
(Or else she strayed from realms above.) 

It makes no odds from whence or where, — 
The Sun-god kiss'd her silken hair; 
She caught the blue from out th' skies. 
And kept it in her baby eyes. 

The "Fairies" came and touch'd her face, 
Then added beauty, form and grace; 
Red roses brushed her cheeks and lips, 
And rubbed against her finger-tips. 

I cannot say you are more sweet 
Than when you wore pink toes and feet ; 
Yet many vow who've seen you lately. 
You're sweeter now and far more stately. 

They tell me of your golden hair, — 
They whisper you are passing fair; 
That beauty, grace and wit control 
The sweetness of your woman's soul. 

Glad greetings then, this natal day; — 
May joy and pleasure share your way, — 
Till love's good angel takes your hand 
To lead you to life's summer land. 
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THE BOYS IN BLUE 

To-day before us pass in grand review 

The spirit legions of the gray and blue; 

A mystic throng, whose ever-shining troop, 

With unseen hands their old time banners droop ; 

And sad, yet glad, we hail at setting sun, 

This hour, in memory of victory won; 

Bring flowers, the fairest, brightest ones of earth, 

Touch'd with the beauty of immortal birth. 

Whose emerald, gemmed with every rainbow hue, 

Shall deck the clay that wraps the boys in blue. 

What do we hear? Why starts th' unbidden tear? 

Why come those grassy hillocks to th' heart so near? 

Aye, 'tis the heart's wild thrill, the magic tie 

Of kindred's name — ^love's immortality. 

Tis memory's power whose saddened voice to-day 

Proclaims the glory of yon silent clay ; 

And o'er each spot where patriot martyrs sleep 

The voice of Freedom bids her children weep; 

While peace and love, these spring-time blossoms 

strew 
Above the turf where rest the boys in blue. 

For us each hero died ; to them belong 

The homage of our hearts in word and song ; 

Well have they writ on time's enduring page 

The brightest hopes which mark the coming age. 

They sleep, tho' sculptured not in marble bust, 

Beneath a Nation's feet the proudest dust; 

And o'er their graves, our country's holiest shrine. 



32 CLOUD CITY CHIMES 

A people, kneeling, in their love entwine 
Garlands of roses for the brave and true, 
And freedom stoops to crown the boys in blue. 

And for the living, brave among the brave, 
Ye know the blessings which your triumph gave; 
A land of promise, where the nation's eyes 
Mark the grand pillars of that temple rise. 
Sacred to Liberty, whose matchless dome 
Shall shrine the beacon light to Freedom's home; 
From whose high towers the watchman's cheery 

cry, 
"All's well ! All's well !" rings out from earth to 

sky,— 
And patriot freemen shout the echo true : 
"God bless you all ! All hail the boys in blue !" 

We come with flowers, — earth's purest gems we 
bring. 

And yield them as the heart's best offering; 

And O remember, ever proudly own 

The sacred soil with head-board marked "Un- 
known !" 

Let kindred hands the rosy drapery spread 

Where "glory guards th' bivouac of the dead ;" 

Take them, oh father-land! enfold to-day 

Within thine arms of love the blue and gray. 

Hail, land of promise! thrice bathed in blood and 
tears. 

Crowned with grandeur of thy hundred years. 



CLOUD CITY CHIMES 2$ 



TO MR, AND MRS. ON THETR 

WEDDING EVENING 

How bright the hour! How pure and sweet! 

And soft the evening lingers 
To catch the glowing, sunlit hues 

That creep thro' golden fingers. 

I •. ,'•."'■ 

And white and pure the mystic light 
Falls where the guests are meeting; 

And buds and flowers their fragrance shed 
Where "Love and Joy" are greeting. 

And bright the hopes which rest to-day 

With the hallowed eventide, 
Waiting to crown, with fairy wreaths, 

The groom and the beautiful bride. 

Oh maiden sweet! Oh man! This hour 

The angel voice hath spoken; — 
"Till death you part, be the silken chain 

In thread and link unbroken." 

And bright and fair be the coming years 

Untouched by care or sorrow; 
While promised joys that bud to-day 

Prove fadeless flowers to-morrow. 

Oh, fair and sweet as the blushing day 

May life's wedded morning be, — 
While yet more pure and beautiful 

Its sunset mystery. 
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And when the long, glad day is o'er, 
And the shadows of evening come; 

'Mid scenes more sweet, be it yours to pass 
'Thro' th' Gates" to Love's beautiful home. 



I 
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ROBERT EMMET 

RESPONSE TO THE TOAST, "tHE DAY WE CELEBRATE" 

All hail to the day and the hour that we name ! 

All hail to our hero to-night ! 
All hail to the patriot whose life-blood was shed 

As a martyr for freedom and right. 
O, Ladies and Knights, with joy in your hearts, 

Whose faces are lit with a smile, — 
Come join us to-night as we waft o'er the sea 

Our hope for the "Emerald Isle." 

We drink to the memory of one who lies low 

'Neath the green in his palace of rest, — 
Where the tears of the many have watered the sod 

That covers his once manly breast; 
We drink to the hero who went to his death 

With a courage no fate could defile, — 
Who laughed in the face of oppression and wrong, 

The scorn of the "Emerald Isle." 

"The day that we celebrate!" Hail it with joy. 

For the finger of Time points the hour 
When the brave sons of Erin shall welcome the day 

That frees them from tyranny's power; 
And when that glad time in its fruitage shall come, — 

No language of scorn shall revile 
The poor and oppressed in the land of their birth, 

The sons of the "Emerald Isle." 

The shamrock shall grow in Erin's fair fields, 
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And Liberty's light shall be there, 
And th' sorrowing hearts of the down-trodden ones 

Shall be freed from th' shadow of care; 
The tears shall be wiped from the eyes of Distress, 

And Joy with her presence beguile 
The heart of the maiden, the eyes growing dim — 

In the homes of the "Emerald Isle." 

The lakes of Killamey shall hear once again 

The laughter and songs of the brave, 
And the mountains and glens of Erin's fair clime 

Shall echo the sound o'er the wave; — 
And England shall hear it, and vainly deplore 

Her strong men, the rank and the file 
Who once fought her battles and stood by her gfuns. 

The men of the "Emerald Isle." 

The nations will listen to hear the glad shout. 

And welcome the joys of the brave; 
And hail the bright sunlight of Freedom and Hope 

That sprung from the hero's proud grave. 
Then here's to the patriot, the matchless in death, 

The spirit that left us ere-while. 
Whose sad, tragic fate, like the "blood of the saints," 

Has hallowed the "Emerald Isle." 
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TO 



Amid the flowers of thought which fill 
This little book, where friends of thine 

Have penned their words, — ^my heart is still ; 
What fairer wreath may I entwine? 

What more may friendship wish for thee 
Of love and hope or pleasure here? 

What purer joys, what brighter scenes 
Might truth desire, or love sincere? 

I wish no more — for well you know 

Life's . thorns and flowers are mingled here; 
The "fated bowl" we mortals quaff 

Brings hallow'd bliss with sorrow's tear. 

While youth and beauty mark your brow. 
Ere time shall mar your golden way, 

Fill well your mind with noblest thought, 
'Twill charm you in life's wintry day. 

And when you mark these early years, 

When thought shall con time's pleasures o'er, 

May these glad hours forever prove 
The dearest spot on memory's shore. 

In other days, in other scenes. 
When you shall trace each faded line 

Which friendship's hand hath here inscribed, 
Forget not, 'mid the many, mine. 
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LET ALL THE PEOPLE GIVE THANKS 

Give God the glory! High o'er all, 
From ocean dark to sunset shore, 

From sparkling lakes to gulf-wash'd sands, 
Ring heavenly anthem ever more. 

Give God the glory ! Human pride 
May well in sack-cloth humbly stand; 

While hearts of purity and love 

Give thanks for this, "Our Native Land." 

Give God the glory! Peace to-day 

Gleams o'er our sun-lit mountain chains — 

O'er all the brotherhood of man — 
O'er all our cities, prairies, plains. 

Give God the glory! Lo, His gifts 
In rich profusion mark your store ; 

While garnered fruits of field display 
In plentitude the harvest o'er. 

Give Grod the glory ! Sorrow's heart 

His pity and His goodness feel; 
And we shall likest be to Him, 

Where grief and woe in sadness kneel. 

Give God the glory ! Not in scenes 
Where wealth and pleasure fondly lure 

Shall ye give thanks; — ^but lend to those — 
The wretched, outcast, starving poor. 
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So shall your thanks as incaise rise, — 
And in the realms of bliss above, 

Love to your fellowman shall gem 
The crown of heaven's immortal love. 
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"FLOW GENTLY, SWEET AFTON" 

"Flow gently, sweet Afton!" on sic a glad night, 

We'll join in the revel o' laughter and light; 

And like "Souter Johnny," Tarn's lo'ed trusty 

brither 
Our sangs and our stories we'll mingle thegither. 

Come, Robbin, old boy, never mind the bright light. 
Come, pull up a chair and stay with us to-night; 
You were never o'er cautious in handling the glass 
Or singing the charms o' a bonnie sweet lass. 

"Flow gently, sweet Afton," — Scotia's poet is here, 
Let us give him glad welcome, wit, wisdom and 

cheer; 
As he comes to us now 'mid our laughter and mirth, 
We'll celebrate with him the hour of his birth. 

List the song o' th' Highlands, the green banks o' 

th' Doon, 
Or the sports o' the sunlight, the lo'es of the moon ; 
O' the birds and the flowers, the grass and the sod. 
The grandeur and glory o' nature and God. 

For "a' that and a' that," how truly he told 
Of the tinsel of fashion, th' meanness of gold ; 
How he champion'd th' glory of manhood and toil, 
Tho' 'twas he of th' workshop or the tiller of soil. 

How he punctured hypocrac/s snivel and cant. 
And held up to scorn the "religion of rant;" 
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For humanity's sake, for the suffering and poor, 
He plead at the entrance to God's open door. 

Speak gently, speak kindly! to him it was giv'n, 
To sing to the angels of "Mary in Heav'n ;" 
To the poor and distressed, the sad and forlorn, 
To whisper in pity, "Man's made but to mourn." 

Loved poet of Ayrshire, the world gives you now 
Fair chaplets of honor to garland thy brow ; 
And Glory waits by thee and lends to thy name 

The plaudits of millions, th' enchantment of fame. 

iV, I ■ ; 

Then fill up your glasses ; we'll drink to one here 
Whose faults we can hide 'neath a smile and a tear ; 
Whose genius and worth gave his country renown, 
And placed on his brow Fame's laurel wreath'd 
crown. 
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WE TOOK THE BURDEN UP 



Dark-skinn'd and wild they came, — and yet 

We took the burden up, 
When the Maine lay shattered fore and aft, 

And we drank the bitter cup 
Of Spanish treachery and wrong, — 

And lost those gallant tars 
Who sleep to-night, all silently, 

Beneath the stripes and stars. 

"Take up the white man's burden ?" 

Awake, oh sleeping sires! 
And stand again where once you stood. 

As flashed your beacon fires ; 
List once again that pealing bell 

When Liberty was bom, 
And watch the stealthy red man's tread 

Thro' wood and thicket thorn. 

"Take up the white man's burden!" 

And could we promise less 
To those who fought in freedom's name 

Thro' death's dark wilderness? 
Not alone a nation's honor. 

But Cuba's crimson'd sod — 
That told of heartless cruelty — 

Was, to us, the voice of God. 

"Take up the white man's burden," — 
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We heard the stricken cry 
That touched the Christ-heart of the world 

And reach'd the bended sky. 
The nation rose, — Humanity 

Awoke to righteous wrath, 
And indignant, outraged Justice 

Stood guard o'er Freedom's path. 

And o'er this land, where Liberty 

Outflings her banner bold, — 
The sons of sires who fought and died, 

(As reads the story old) 
Re-took the old-time burden. 

The glory of those years. 
That gave us manhood's courage, 

Tho' bought with blood and tears. 

We took the burden, — hearts of oak, 

Tho' tender as a child's. 
Went forth, the best and grandest. 

To death in distant wilds. 
They smote and crushed the vaunting foe, — 

And our star-lit flag unfurl'd. 
The hope and promise of the years 

To all the waiting world. 

"We took the white man's burden," 

E'en "hate" as our reward ; 
That a fettered, helpless people 

Might yet be Freedom's guard; 
What tho' their "ports" slow open? 

And run the "roads" blood-red? 
And worse than Eg5rpt's darkness 

Enwrap our patriot dead? 
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"Take up the white man's burden?" 

Lead onward to the light ; 
Ne'er stop with coward-beating heart, 

In fear of darkest night. 
By all that's best and highest 

Go on, where destiny 
Hath planted in the hearts of men 

The thought of liberty. 

"Take up the white man's burden," — 

Ye shall not feel "the wrong" 
When ye suffer, toil and battle 

For the weak against the strong. 
"Do unto others as ye would 

That they should do to you," — 
And the savage heart will bless you. 

What else "ye leave or do." 

"Take up the white man's burden," — 

Gk>d's plans are ne'er undone; 
And the hearts of white and black men 

Shall some day beat as one. 
Fling wide out star-gemm'd banner. 

In "Freedom's name out-sent," — 
Where a Nation's valor hung it. 

In the distant Orient. 
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DREAMING 



I dreamed! Well, of course, I was dreaming,- 

'Twas a sultry summer night, 
And the moon overhead was shining 

And the stars as diamonds bright; 
But the moonlight faded o'er me; 

The stars shut their beautiful eyes, 
And naught did I see above me 

Save the gray of the vaulted skies. 

I dreamed ! Oh yes, I was dreaming, — 

For only in dreams to me. 
Or when I am drowsily sleeping 

Do I float on Time's magical sea; 
For 'tis then that youth comes to me 

And dreaming again I lie, 
Where often my boyhood found me 

Looking up to the azure sky. 

I dreamed! Yes, surely 'twas dreaming. 

For I thought I was young again; 
And the stir of Ambition came o'er me 

And I heard the glad refrain, — 
"Come up, young man, come higher. 

Where fame and glory wait. 
And you shall be feted and crown'd 

In the archway of Honor's gate." 

I dreamed! Well, yes, only dreaming, — 

For love took my hand in hers. 
And sweetly, aye softly she whisper'd 
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"rm seeking my worshipers;" 
She was dainty and fair and tempting, 

And my heart was filled with bliss, 
For the nectarous draught was joy indeed, 

And blest with a hallow'd kiss. 

I dreamed ! No, I could not be dreaming, — 

For lo, there were many years 
Came to me with labor and duty 

And touch'd with life's joys and tears; 
Yet ever I longed for one coming 

Whose love should be all to me, 
As I floated, wearily waiting 

On the waves of an opaline sea. 

I dreamed! Ah yes, — was I dreaming? 

If so, let me dream it once more, 
And feel the fierce passion that thrill'd me. 

Ere I pass to yon mystical shore; 
For you came in your womanhood's splendor. 

All queenly in beauty divine; 
And I saw in your radiant glory 

The soul of the "Beautiful" shine. 

I . ' 

I dreamed! No, no! Twas not dreaming. 

For love laid your hand in mine — 
And led me beside "the still waters" 

As you whispered, "Fll ever be thine." 
Then the "Angel of Hope" came to me 

As I saw in the glance of your eyes 
The love-light of Beauty's devotion, 

The star-gems that burnish her skies. 
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GOOD-NIGHT 

Gcx>d-night ! Good-night ! The moment draws anear, 
And I must leave thee for a little space; 
Yet pales the splendor of th' moonlit hour, 
In the still fairer beauty of thy lovely face; 
I will not name the charms that mark thee here, 
Save the sylph-like form, the spirit's matchless grace, 
That make thee far more beautiful to-night 
Than starry gems flashing their silvery light. 

Yes, I do love thee well, and life to me 
Holds but the promise of that sweeter hour. 
When all the woman's love that lives in thee 
Shall come to me, as life's divinest dower; 
Then in thy heart, my heaven of bliss will be. 
And not a cloud shall o'er its brightness lower ; 
While love's sweet confidence shall make divine. 
The thought that thou art always and forever mine. 

Mine? Yes: God made thee for me, sweet, — 
And clothed thee with such purity of soul 
As makes the charm of womanhood complete, — 
That yet shall live, as years shall o'er us roll ; 
Where life and love, in sweetest union meet, 
And naught shall stay the voice that must control. 
When heart to heart, close in each others arms, 
We learn the joy and bliss of Love's enduring 
charms. 
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/. O. O, F. HYMN 

Oh Father, God of Lovel 
Up to thy throne above, 

We look to-day. 
In "Friendship's" name we meet. 
In "Love and Truth" we greet, 
Make us in each complete. 

For this we pray. 

In every land and clime, 
Thro' all the years of time, 

Our song shall be: 
"The links that never break, 
The links that ever make 
Our hearts to grief awake — 

F. L. and T." 

And sorrow's voice methinks 
Will hail the silver links 

So true and bright. 
Your deeds of kindness here, 
Blest with a silent tear, 
At last will all appear 

In heav'nly light. 

May God, our Temple be. 
Our Lodge Eternally 

The Pilgrim's shore. 
Hail Master, Grand, Divine! 
Make each dear brother thine, 
Round all thy love entwine 

Forever more. 



CLOUD CITY CHIMES 39 



THUS 'TIS EVER 



How joyous life's springtime, 

Ere sorrow and care 
Have press'd their rough hands 

O'er the brow of the fair ; 
How blithesome the heart is, 

Then sparkles the eye, 
Like the star-lighted gems 

In the brow of the sky. 

Hope, bright but delusive, 

Illumines our mom; 
We're told '"^is a mockery. 

We laugh it to scorn; 
We picture the future 

A season of joy. 
Which time tho' unsparing 

Can never destroy. 

Fame, honor or wealth 

Quickly urges us on, — 
Each holds out before us 

The prize to be won ; 
Already we grasp it, 

'Tis plainly in view, — 
But alas, it has vanished 

Like midsummer's dew. 

The words are oft spoken, — 

"In life, thus 'tis ever, 
The bitter and sweet 
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Are blended together;" 
In vain would we separate, 

They are wedded as one, 
And they follow us thus 

Till the journey is done. 

Joys, hopes and sweet pleasures 

The dearest and best, — 
Youth's bright, golden dreams 

Still in memory rest; 
Yet they show us too truly 

That Thus it is ever. 
Cherished hopes, like the lily, 

Bloom only to wither." 
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PIKE'S PEAK 



Grand view is mine ! On Pike's high peak I stand, 
And lo! a vision beautiful, sublime, 
Touch'd with the splendor of the matchless hand 
Of God's creative power; not marr'd by time: 
Unchanged thy rugg'd form; as in thy prime 
Thou standest now, high sentinel of heav'n 
Thro' summer suns, or winter's icy clime 
The guardian monarch of the rocky range 
That reaches out dividing seas, rough, wild and 
strange. 

Oh, Peak Magnificent ! Aye, grand the sight ! 
To north and south, to east and west, that lies 
In full and gorgeous spectacle; in silent might 
Thro' gulch and glen, the golden sunlight flies 
At morn and ev'ntide, to wake the mimic dyes 
That clouds or night hath made ; and raptur'd eye 
In stream and wood and plain, in vaulted skies 
And mountain heights and gorge, may catch such 

scene 
As tongue hath never told, nor seems could e'er have 

been. 

I look from thy bald top, oh mountain gray, — 
Far out o'er plains and ranges, valleys green. 
Where rivers sweep and tumble down th' rocky way, 
And lakes and falls and gorges deep are seen; 
Where sunlight lingers and the silvery sheen 
Of moon and stars make white th' shadowy forms 
That lurk in canons wild ; where high between 
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The granite walls, weird specters of th' night, 
Uprear their heads, thro' mist and storm to catch 
th' golden light. 

At flush of morn I stood upon thy heights 
Of granite gray ; bright thro' the parting mists 
The glowing sunbeams swept o'er distant peaks 
To reach thy rock-ribb'd form ; a moment then 
And the great "King of day," his glory flashed 
Above thy tow'ring head; the stars went out; 
The shadowy robes of silvery night 
Were touch'd to burnish'd gold; the dew- washed 

rocks 
And massive boulders for an instant gleamed 
As flash and shimmer of a mountain stream. 
Above the hills, in God-like majesty, 
The risen sun pour'd forth his golden light ; 
The snow-fed purling stream, in silver tints 
Crept down the mountain side, to foothills green ; 
Adown th 'rocky way, th' lofty pine trees caught 
Th' sun-god's rising beams ; swift as th' lightning's 

flash 
Th' golden sunlight sped, to wake th' smiling 

flow'rs 
That slept below ; while mountain range and hills 
And dusky glens, and valleys far away 
Touch'd with the splendor of immortal light 
Blush'd crimson and gold; beyond th' "old time" 

trail 
And rocky gorge, bright fall and torrent wild. 
In radiant beauty lay, luxuriant fields 
Of rip'ning grain; pastures of living green; 
Rivers and rippling rills, and smiling lakes. 
That caught the sheen of morning's waking hour. 
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Cities and plains I saw; th' "Garden of th' Gk>ds," — 

Creation's ghosts ! gods of the ages past, — 

That mock our puny strength, and laugh at Time. 

Again I stood upon thy rocky heights 

At noontide's brightest hour, — when murky clouds 

Came out and wrapt in night thy rugged form ; 

The sun's keen rays were hid, and over all 

A strange, weird stillness fell ; then came a flash, 

A quick electric flame, that lit th' vault'd sky 

And woke to life the dull and swarthy clouds ; 

Flash after flash, and thunder peal on peal 

That shook the mighty pile : up sprang the storm 

And with Titanic strength swept o'er thy top 

And head-long rush'd down deep defiles that pierce 

Thy stony sides; hugh rocks seemed moved, 

When, with redoubled violence, the wind 

Veer'd round from west to north, and struck with 

wild 
Gigantic force thy solid sides ; then swept 
About thy tow'ring adamantine head ; 
Then down again, thro' gulch and crevice wide 
Tumultuous roll'd, o'er massive boulders. 
The seething mass of dark and lurid clouds 
From thy high beetling brow to timber line, — 
And there wild havoc made, with tree and shrub, 
Green bush and creeping vine; resistless then. 
The Storm King held high revelry and wrench'd 
From rocky base, the gnarl'd and lofty trees ; 
Thro' stately pines, that bow'd and sway'd and 

toss'd 
Their living arms, strange demon voices rose 
And wildly shriek'd before the howling blast; 
The vivid lightning quick, incessant play'd 
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About thy granite ribs, and laugh'd and strok'd 
Thy wrinkled face and crept about and thrust 
Its fiery tongue in chasms deep and wild, 
Thro' seams and crevices of time-worn rocks. 

'Twas pass'd, — the clouds lay thick below and girt 
Thy storm washed sides, and deck'd the foothills 

green 
With sltmibrous mists ; then sunlight bathed 
Once more thy gray old form, and touch'd the 

crown 
Encircling thy brow, — th' Storm King's snowy robe 
Snatch'd from the shoulders of the murky clouds, — 
That melt'd from out thy rough and granite arms 
To feed th' elements and mingle with th' stars. 

Oh royal mountain! Oh peak sublime! 
Child of eternity ! Child of time ! 
Grand in your rough and rocky form; 
Wildly grand in the murky storm ; 
Gk)d of the red man, fierce and bold, 
Mecca of Pike, in his search for gold; 
From thy high top, my eye takes away 
In the clear bright light of th' summer day, — 
Where, far below lie city and plain, 
^ Woodland and valleys and fields of grain; 
Down where the gods of the garden wait. 
And monument sentinels stand in state 

As coach and carriage lead up the way. 
Where clouds and lightning and sunlight play ; 
And the "Iron Horse" on his "Cog-wheel" feet 
Climbs up where the stars and the mountain meet ; 
There, in her "glen-home," fair and sweet 
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Manitou nestles at your feet; 

Giving to all from her wonderful springs, 

Lending to life, — Hope's beautiful wing^. 

Here the Indian warrior came, 
Worshiping thy spirit name, — 
Craving from thee, — "good and life" 
For the next fierce bloodv strife; 
Here he stood in native pride, — 
Here he woo'd his duslqr bride; 
Here he quaffed thy waters bright 
Limpid as the laughing* night; 
Here the wigwam's smoke was seen 
Creeping thro' the leafy green. 

Dearer now, the sylvan scene. 
Bright as then, the living green, 
Where a higher, truer race 
Takes the swarthy Indian's place; 
Fairer maidens, brighter eyes 
Mark the crimson sunset dyes ; 
Lovelier forms, and sweeter faces 
Tell the story of the "Graces." 

Grander women, nobler men, 
Build their homes in thy lov'd glen ; 
Music, laughter, songs of love 
Whisper to the stars above. 
Echo thro' the weird defiles. 
Thro' the pine trees' grassy aisles; 
And where crystal waters glide 
Youth and love sit side by side. 

There, the gateway to the "garden" 
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To the "Garden of the Gods,"— 
To those strange and stony figures 
Standing Sphinx-like 'mid the flowers. 

There, in beauty rests "Glen-Eyrie," 
Guarded by rough monoliths 
Red against the sky uplifted, 
Keeping tireless watch forever. 
There the "Ute Pass" down the mountain 
Where that ancient warrior tribe 
Made their highway to the valleys 
To their healing "Manitou." 
Then the dusky, darkened canons, 
Where the deep cathedral aisles 
Scarcely feel the golden sunlight, 
Scarcely heed the silver moonlight. 
There the murm'ring streamlets wander, 
There the purple twilight lingers ; 
There the sun plays with the shadows, 
Lifts them with his golden fingers. 
Weaves them with th' glittering starlight. 
With the burnished hues of evening. 
With the petals of the flowers. 

Far beyond I still am looking 

To the grandeur ever new. 

To the splendor and the beauty 

Of the snow-capp'd mountain heights; 

To the forests and the valleys. 

To the hills and pasture lands. 

See the parks, proud Nature's gardens, 

Deck'd and garlanded with flowers ; 

Flowers that gleam in sweetest colors 

Caught from red of morning sunlight, — 
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From the brilliance of the noonday 
From the golden glow of sunset, — 
From the purple hues of evening, 
From the moonbeams' silver splendor, — 
From the jeweled stars of night. 

Who can tell the wondrous story, 
Who can paint the matchless glory 
That above us and about us 
Weaves its mystic, magic spell? 
Glory of the morning sunlight, 
Sweetness of the silver moonlight, 
Dreamy loveliness of twilight, 
Beauty of the sunset skies? 
What earth's glory, hills eternal. 
Rivers, mountains, valleys vernal 
But to point the love supernal 
Which we hope to know at last ? 
Why is all this beauty given, 
Why this earthly fleeting vision 
But to tell of fields elysian 
In a sun-bright land of rest ? 

Upon thy hoary top, oh mountain gray, 
I stood again at ev'ntide ; commingled hues 
Of sunset's dying hour yet crown'd thy head 
With dun and gold, and every rainbow tint ; 
I look'd far down, where evening shadows slept 
On fields of waving grain and lowing herds ; 
On homes that nestled in the wooded glen 
Or solitary stood on misty plains ; 
T caught the flash of sweeping waters, — saw 
The dull, dark shadows settle down to rest 
In chasms deep and wild; marked fleecy clouds 
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With burnished edge, stop by the water falls 
And kiss the laughing rills that murmured 
Sweet "gcxxi-night" to sleeping flowers. 
An hour had pass'd, — and waiting twilight caught 
The splendor of the fuU-orb'd moon; the stars 
Crept out and set their jewel'd lights, as steps 
For angel feet; beauty and silence reigned. 
Save the sighing winds that fanned thy brow 
And softly whispered to the phantom forms 
That pla/d about the clefts of ancient rocks, 
Which in the shim'ring moonbeams stood, crowned 
With a diadem of icy jewels. 

Over th' rapturous scene night's silvery veil 

Hung low and sweet ; unclouded grandeur stood 

With beauty unadom'd by man's weak hand 

In primal majesty; and heav'n's blue dome 

Bestudded with th' "Jeweled train of nigfht," 

Gleamed with the glory and the splendor bom 

Of Him, who spake and said, "Let there be light !" 

And at whose voice the waters left dry land 

And to the misfhty deep tum'd back, and vow'd 

The name of God ! I heard the voice of night 

In low, sweet, zephyr tones, whisoer to th' stars 

And murmur to the everlasting hills 

Of wondrous beauty and eternal love. 

The slumbrous, fleecy mists lay pure and white 

O'er wooded g^len and hugg'd the granite sides 

Of gray and distant peaks ; the quiet stars 

Lay thick upon the bosom of the sky, 

Flashing their diamond li?ht, to elitt'ring streams 

And placid lakes, — ^that took the fairy sprite 

As heaven's sweet messenger of love to wait 

The call of blushing mom ; the "Queen of Night" 
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Led on the starry host and threw her robe 

Of silv'ry beauty o'er the wide expanse, 

And placed on brow of snow-capped peaks 

Her diadem of purity and love; 

Touch'd the shim'ring streams and murmering rills 

With glistening hand ; then toy'd with lofty trees, — 

Kiss'd the sleeping flowers that grew below 

In sylvan dells and by the waterfalls ; 

Laid her veil of beauty on th' wooded heights 

And foothills green; crept into deep defiles, — 

And play'd with shadows in the canons dark; 

Then veil'd her pale, sweet form in glassy lakes, 

And smiling, whispered to the earth, — "Good-night" 
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IVHY DYE YOUR HAIR? 

Oh, maiden fair, why dye your hair. 
With all its silken meshes ? 

Why change its hue to black or blue 
And spoil your golden tresses ? 

On marble brow your curls are now 
In sun-kiss*d beauty lying, — 

Adorning face of matchless grace, 
So,— what's the use of dyeing? 

Your eyes of blue, celestial hue. 
Where golden tresses lie; 

This very day should take away. 
The thought you have "to dye." 

Tho' all in vain, o'er you to reign 
So many hearts are sighing, — 

I'm sure they'd never beat again 
In case they found you "dyeing." 
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NIGHT 



Tis night! yon heaven's blue-tinted space 
Spreads o'er her star-gemm'd panoply; 

No lowering clouds, no forms I trace 
To mar the azure canopy; 

And in the west even's fairy gem 

Shines as the Star of Bethlehem. 

'Tis quiet now, all nature seems 
To hail the stilly hour of even' ; 

Times' lost to all in pleasant dreams, 
And feeling owns a charmed heaven ; 

To revel there's a world of bliss 

Nor feel the wrong we know in this. 

Nature is hushed in calm repose. 
The flowers are folded to their rest; 

And Luna o'er each beauty throws 
The light that lingers 'round her crest; 

The mind with nobler thoughts must thrill 

And own the Maker's matchless skill. 

"Night, sable goddess!" Softly rings 
Thy weird sweet music to th' swell 

Of lute or lyre, which to me brings 
A feeling which I cannot tell; 

A power which charms and must control 

Each wilder impulse of th' soul. 
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WE SHALL KNOW 

We shall know, it is said, in that beautiful home. 

Why the good and the true with us here — 
The fairest and purest of earth's jeweled flowers — 

Are gathered with many a tear. 
Heav'n grant that we may, for our tears that day 

Fall silent upon the dark sod ; 
In sadness and sympathy seem asking in vain, 

"Why is it, why is it, O God?" 

Be silent, sad hearts, for the shadows but veil 

The bright, crimson hues of the west, — 
Ever pointing and reaching with fingers of gold 

To the home of her spirit's rest. 
For her the beautiful gates stand wide. 

And th' paradise home of bliss 
But gathers and garners the loves and the hopes 

That blossomed so sweetly in this. 

She sleeps,— yet the windowless palace of rest. 

The mecca of love's saddest hour, — 
Never severs the tendrils that cling round the soul. 

Nor lessens love's mystical power. 
But yonder, up yonder, far closer than here 

The links of affection will be. 
Dear husband and father, and darling sweet babe. 

As guardian angels for thee. 

We can hear, even now, her sweet laughter and 
song; 
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We're clasping her hands so fair; 
Yet many and sad the hopes now fled, 

As the threads of her waving hair. 
She lives for aye in the realms of bliss, 

The Eden of love so free, — 
Where the rythmic flow of the river of life 

Is the song of Eternity. 

Farewell, sweet life! There are fadeless flowers 

That bloom for the good and true; 
There are fields and bowers, in that land of rest. 

That are scented with heav'nly dew ; 
You have won them all ; in your young, short life 

The pleasures of earth were fair; 
But oh how they pale in the fullness of joy 

That's waiting and crowning you there! 
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....r^..^r..r, ^^^ ^^^ FRIENDS 



I saw in the beautiful evening hour 

Two maiden forms whom the magical power 

Of friendship and love round the heart and the mind 

With tendrils and claspings most closely entwined. 

And nature had lavished on each of these two 
Such charms as all covet, but granted to few ; 
That beauty enthralling the mind and the heart, 
Whose scepter is queenly, — ^more lasting than art. 

They were fair as the lily bright glistening with dew, 
On their cheeks was the flush of the red roses' hue; 
And the black wave of tresses o'er the shoulders of 

one 
Were mocked by the other's with tints of the sun. 

No wonder that 'mid the enchantment of life, 
While memory awakened no rancorous strife, 
There was mark'd the allurements which love had 

inwrought 
In the bright wreath of friendship thus form'd, — 

yet unsought. 

Their natures, tho' opposite, charmingly met, 
And the wrong of the one made the other regret 
That to her was not given a part of the blow. 
To lessen the pain which the other must know. 

Oh ! blest is such friendship, the strength of whose 
pow*r 
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May brighten their pathway in life's darkest hour; 
It forms an elysium as dear as was given 
To the "Peri" that passed through the portals of 
heaven. 
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PALMER LAKE 

Weirdly beautiful, wild and fair, 

Maid of the mist and the mountain air, — 

Flashing jyour smiles to the laughing skies, 

Wooing at eve her crimson dyes ; 

Magical queen of the green "divide," 

Beauty's daughter at eventide, 

As the shadows creep thro' golden bars 

To catch the sheen of the silver stars. 

Homes of beauty, 'mid wild rose bowers. 
Vine-clad rocks, and blooming flowers; 
Grasses luxuriant, rich and wild 
Playground once of the Indian child; 
Pine tree aisles where "holy light" 
Plays with the shadows of day and night; 
Sylvan dells, where the creek sweeps by 
Murm'ring its song to the azure sky. 

Sylph of the beauteous sylvan scene, 
Bride of the hills of velvet green ; 
Sweet are the forms that seek thy breast 
As the sun goes down in the golden west ; 
And bright the fall of your fountains' spray 
Whose rainbow tints on thy bosom play; 
A fairy sprite, as you motionless lie. 
Waiting to mirror the star-gem'd sky. 

And soft the dip of the flashing oar 

As the boatman pulls for thy pebbly shore; 

And sweet the scene thro' the summer day 
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Where Youth and Beauty and Sunlight play ; 
Yet sweeter still on the evening air, 
As moonlight and starlight mingle there, 
The hum and stir of the happy throng, 
The nythmic music of laughter and song. 

Pride of the ages yet to be! 
Bride of the years of eternity! 
Child of Creation's thought and love, 
Pure as the angel forms above; 
Whose white waves rise and ripples flow 
Whispering tales of the "long ago." 
Love and laughter and songs for thee, 
Maid of the mountain, wild and free. 
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THE FUTURE 

The Future is blazoned with beauty and mirth, 
Nor deem we that sorrow in it may have birth ; 
We mark but the fabled enchantment that's there, 
And laugh in derision at the warning, "Beware!" 

Life opens full oft with the charmer's full power ; 
No cloud in the horizon threatens to lower; 
The sweet cup of pleasure is filled to the brim ; 
No galling delusion its brightness should dim. 

We see but the day-star that beckons us on ; 
We feel but the joys that then may be won; 
We know not the curse that may fall on th' soul 
We taste not the gall that embitters life's bowl. 

Time dims the bright picture where beauty's full 

radiance 
Shone forth in the splendor of youthful effulgence ; 
There withered and dead lie the hopes that once 

warmed us, 
Distorted and blasted the beauty that charmed us. 
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TO THE KNIGHTS OF LABOR 

In the roseate dawn of that glorious day, 

Creation's finished hour, 
The stars of the morning sang for joy 

Of sovereign, matchless power. 
They sang how the "six days' work" was done, 

While the Great Jehovah stood 
Crowned in the glow of immortal light. 

Saying, — " 'Twas very good." 

Aye, "very good," through th' long, long )rears, 

Is honest work well done; 
Where the brawny arm and the toiling brain 

Work till the setting sun ; 
Working for joys you hope to win; 

Working for those you love; 
Working for those who suffer here; — 

Waiting your crown above. 

For noble and true, oh, ye sons of toil^ 

Grander than all beside 
Are the millions who toil with honest hands 

In manhood's strength and pride; 
Striving to reach those grander heights 

Of hope's fair open way, 
Where the toils and struggles of life to all 

Promise a golden day. 

The grinding power that would crush the poor 

Is scenting the coming fray, — 
And the legions are gathering near and far 

In battle's stern array ; 
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And when it comes, as come it will, 
The triumph of right we'll see, — 

And as equal place, in the rough, hard race, 
The glorious boon will be. 

Aye, grand is the music of labor and toil ! 

Aye, grander the toiling one, 
Whose muscle or brain is given to work. 

At night, or at rise of sun. 
Toil on, oh workers! the hour will come. 

And its rosy dawn I see 
Is painting the weary night of toil 

With the hue of reality. 

And grand is the light that girts the night. 

Tinting the welcome hour. 
Gilding the crest of the coming day 

With its mystic, magic power; 
And the story we read in that light divine 

Bears hope to the toiling man, 
For it seems to speak in oppressions' ear. 

Saying, "Be just if you can." 

Yet Oppression stalks with gloomy brow 

By the side of the toiling ones ! 
While Corporate Greed and Sordid Wealth 

Grasp for your daughters and sons : 
Grasping for manhood's noblest forms. 

Tearing out heart and brain ; 
Plucking the rose from the fair young face 

That blooms, ah, never again. 

Oh, Knights of Labor! Oh, men of toil I 
In the sweat-drops of thy brow 
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We read the words of the Infinite One : 

(For truth was then, as now). 
"Thou shalt earn thy bread by toil and work," 

Is the law that's over all, — 
And the word of the Master Workman stands 

Tho' the heav'ns above should fall. 

Ho, workers in shop and mill and field ! 

Oh, miners who toil below! 
Be true to yourselves as the conflict comes; 

Remember you reap as you sow; 
Then sow such seeds as will give to all 

Justice and Truth and Right; 
That the bending heavens may echo back 

The grandeur of Labor's might. 

For the day is dawning, the hour draws near. 

The bells of hope are ringing; 
The countless sons of labor and toil 

The matchless song are singing; 
The song that tells the laborer's worth, — 

The song so soon to be, — 
That lifts the slavish burden off 

And makes men truly free. 

Land of the free ! From shore to shore 

My wish to-night, for thee 
Is, that the manly form of toil 

Child of thy care may be ; 
Then toil shall win just recompense, 

Nor feel the hand of care; 
And Labor's brow, full, fair and pure 

The laurel wreath shall wear. 
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i* 

THE GRAPES 

TO ON RECEIVING A BOX OF GRAPES 

Oh, the grapes, the grapes, the beautiful grapes ! 
Full many and sweet in globular shapes; 
In hue of rich purple and flush of the wine 
Fresh picked by your hand from th' o'er-hanging 
vine 

I reckon, I think. 

Oh, grapes from the beautiful! I'm thinking to- 
night 
These are surely the sweetest that e'er saw the light ; 
But whether resultant from the climate or land — 
Or because they have known th' touch of your hand, 
I scarcely can tell. 

Oh, the grapes, the grapes ! I ate them and smiled, 
And my hopes were light as the laugh of a child ; 
So fair to the eye, so exquisitely sweet 
Was the fruit of the vine, enfolded so neat 
In "dot leedle box." 

Oh, the grapes, the grapes ! so rich and so rare; 
Their charms with the giver but illy compare ; 
For the flowers of the mind and its fruits ever new 
Are the fairest and purest, — to life always true, 
I "pleeve so, yah!" 

Oh, the grapes, the grapes ! All thro' the long way 
Be the joys of your life as those grapes were to-day; 
Full sweet and full ripe as the giver may see, 
Best suited to heighten all pleasures for thee 
Thro' years to be. 
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"AND THE SPIRIT AND THE BRIDE SAY COME*' 

(RXVELATIONS XXII-18) 

iZome, weary ones, the Spirit God 

In pitying love I see; 
With outstretched hand He's beckoning, 

And waiting calls for thee. 

Oh come and taste the heav'nly fruit, 

From Life's immortal tree; 
Tho' many fold its fruit, it bears 

Its healing leaves for thee. 

Oh come, the Spirit's bride says, "Come !" 

Grand, beautiful and pure, 
She stands in all her loveliness. 

Each human heart to lure. 

Oh come ! the pearly gates to-night 

For thee are open'd wide; 
And all, who child-like trust in God 

Shall be the "Spirit's" bride. 

Oh, friends, who hear the angel voice, 
Who walk life's journey home, — 

Who know and feel the "Father's" love. 
Will ye not whisper, "Come" ? 

Oh, traveler, worn, athirst to-night. 

Weary with human strife, — 
And "Whosoever will" oh come ! 

Take free th' water of life. 
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FORGET THEE? NO 

Forget thee? No! The stars shine not more bright 
Than doth thine image in my heart to-night ! 
And love's sweet thoughts within my memory yet 
Will ever whisper, — "Thou can'st ne'er forget.'* 

Forget thee? No! Fond memories never die; 

The magic voice, the love-light of an eye, — 

The charms of mind, when kindred thoughts have 

met, 
Will ever murmur, — "Thou can'st ne'er forget." 

Forget thee? No! The hours of pleasure known 
That speak of thee, my true heart and my own, 
Like the warm glow when summer's sun has set, 
Must ever tell me, "Thou can'st ne'er forget." 

Forget thee? No! The joys I've known with thee 
Shall charm the years that yet may come to me, 
And as the dulcet music of the minuet 
Shall whisper to me, "Thou canst ne'er forget." 

Forget thee? No! The warm caresses given, 
The lov'd words spoken, make an earthly heaven, — 
So dear and sweet, that life's last fond regret 
Will surely tell me, — "Thou can'st ne'er forget." 
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''IVE PLEAD WITH YOU'' 

We come, we come ; oh, friends give ear, 

And stand by the fight, we pray; 
For we plead a mother's cherished hopes 

For a wayward son to-day; 
We plead for sorrowing, bleeding hearts 

Who are dreaming thro' blinding tears 
Of the once bright home with its hallow'd loves, 

The Eden of vanished years. 

We plead for the wretched, starving ones 

Who toil for a crust of bread; 
For the homeless, almost houseless, poor 

With not where to lay the head; 
We plead as we know of the "fatal cup," 

For the young on life's ocean wave ; 
For the frail and weak who stand to-day 

On the brink of a drunkard's grave. 

We plead with you, young man, oh list ! 

While the morning of hope is bright. 
Remember the splendor of earthly fame 

Is the grandeur of doing rig^ht ; 
Remember your barque is frail, young man, 

And th' years of your voyage are long; 
'Mid the tempest of life, on the ocean of time, 

Only God and the right are strong. 

We plead with you, oh, man of vears. 

For one in thy home to-night 
Is watching and waiting with eyelids wet. 
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While shadows curtain the light; 
She's dreaming ere-while of th' golden hours 

In those sunny years of life, — 
When you and th' little ones laughed and play'd 

In the home of a happy wife. 

We plead with you, oh, maiden fair, 

Smile not on the tempter's art ; 
For the sparkle and wit of the social glass 

May end with a broken heart. 
We plead with you, oh. Christian world, 

Why stand ye idle now? 
The starry crown the Master gives 

Ne'er decks a coward's brow. 
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THOSE BYES OP BLUB 

I saw a maiden yoting and fair, 

Whose cheeks would shame the rose's hue; 
A brow more fair than marble white, 

And eyes of deep, ethereal blue. 

I saw her 'mid the joyous throng. 
As bom to rule by beauty's spell ; 

More pure and sweet in youthful grace 
Than "J^^^^Ji's dark-eyed, soft gazelle." 

I saw her in her innocence, 
Untainted by the world's false art ; 

Too fair, too pure for earthly wrong, 
A "fairy" with a woman's heart. 

Her hair was like the raven's wing, 
Her "lips like roses wet with dew ;" 

Yet truest beauty foimd its home. 
And lingered in those eyes of blue. 

Yet youthful scenes, and Hope's bright form. 

Be lost forever to my view. 
Yet still in every thought shall live 

The memory of those eyes of blue. 
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MOUNT OF THE HOLY CROSS 

There stands the snow-capp*d mountain king 

In sunlight grandeur beaming; 
And on his beetled helmet brow 

The "Holy Cross" is gleaming; 
Its white arms lifted up to God 

In loving trust appealing, 
While mists and storms and seething clouds 

About its form seem kneeling. 

Grand, sublime, eternal wonder! 

Matchless in your ruggf'd form; 
Child of God's creative fancy, 

Brother of the cloud and storm ! 
Cloth'd in nature's wildest beauty, — 

Gem'd with jewels rich and rare, — 
Crown'd in ever-living splendor, 

Deck'd with flowers sweet and fair. 

Where the silver streamlets wander 

Down their channell'd, tortuous way, — 
Where days' dying sunset splendors 

With night's elfin shadows play; 
Where the rushing, wid'ning river. 

Fed by rippling, crystal rills, 
Murmurs to yon valley hamlet 

And the everlasting hills, — 

Where knightly crags and lofty pines 

Their ceaseless watch are keeping, — 
High o'er the canons deep and wide. 



CLOUD CITY CHIMES 69 

Where tempest clouds are sleeping; 
Where rocky gorge and shadowy glen 

Are touch'd with golden fingers, — 
Above the hills and valleys green, 

Where purple twilight lingers, — 

Stands the rock-ribb'd granite mountain. 

Herald sentinel sublime! 
Watching, as the years are speeding, — 

Marking centuries of time; 
On its brow to heaven uplifted, 

Stain'd nor marr'd with earthly dross, 
Hangs the mystic sign that conquers, — 

Love's white image of the cross. 

When the stars first sang together, 

When eternity gave birth 
To the glorious orbs above us. 

To the grandeur of our earth, — 
Noble mount ! thy precious symbol 

Glistening, pure and snowy white, 
Whisper'd, — "Peace! The Christ who cometh, - 

Turneth darkness into light." 
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THE BICYCLE BLOOMER GAL 

I saw her sailin' down the street, her bloomers and 

all that, 
Like a rakish little schooner, and my heart went 

pit-a-pat; 
She skimm'd along the avenue and made a "holy 

show" 
That wuz curious to a fellow born some sev'ral years 

ago. 

She wore a standin' collar and a necktie flamin' red, 
And a very mannish jacket and a "cappee" on her 

head; 
Her bloomers fit her middlin' quick and her riggin' 

down below 
Was shockin' to a fellow bom some sev'ral years 

ago. 

Her limbs wuz mighty fine, you bet, or least ways 

to the knee. 
And they knock'd me out so suddent that I dim a 

spruce pine tree; 
I thought I was mistaken fust, an' 'twas just a 

naughty man, — 
But I seen the purty thing wuz built on a leetle 

different plan. 

A fellow can't be fooled these days, on form and 

limbs and arms, — 
He don't hev to be wond'ren much about a woman's 

charms ; 
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He can watch 'em ridin' on a bike, and in a moment 

know, 
What required a heap o' guesin' some sev'ral years 

ago. 

The gals these days are stunners; Fm really clean 

knocked out, — 
They're on the muscle and the shoot, and on the 

stump they spout ; 
They play all sorts o' games just now, and box and 

swim and row, — 
But they "toil not, neither spin" as they did some 

years ago. 

Once I thought the "precious darlints" wuz made 

for lovin' wives, — 
Sort o' bright, kind, gentle critters, to sweeten all 

our lives; 
But when I see 'em ridin' out, this fact to me it 

brings, — 
They're just got up for bloomers and frills and lace 

and things. 
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THEY ARE COMING 

They are coming, yes, they're coming, 

"Our Manila hero Boys," 
From the battlefields of honor 

To the patriot's loves and joys : 
Yes, they're coming, coming, coming. 

With a martial step and tread, 
With the grandeur and the splendor 

Of "Old Glory" overhead. 

They are coming, give them welcome 

With open hearts to-day; 
Our heroes and our fighters, — 

Brave soldiers in the fray. 
With their brothers and their comrades 

Greet them all with shouts and noise 
That shall echo from our mountains. 

For our lov'd "Manila Boys." 

They are coming, and we'll greet them, 

"Our heroes" in the fight. 
Who stood thro' flame and battle blast 

For liberty and right. 
Then ring the bells, the whistles blow. 

Let there be a rout and noise 
That shall be a patriot's welcome 

To "Our Lov'd Manila Boys." 

They are coming, — some are sleeping 

In their "country's arms of love," 

Welcomed by the Great Commander, 
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To the patriot's home above. 
But we'll give them all glad welcome, 

Our living and our dead, 
Our brave heroes of Manila, 

With "Old Glory" overhead. 
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ILLINOIS AT DONELSON 

Wild, weird and cold, the coming night 
Spread her dark mantle o'er woc^land height ; 
And th' storm-winds swept thro' the leafless trees 
With th' voice of distant, madden'd seas. 
Dismal and drear where th' Cumberland sleeps, 
And th' angel of Death his vigil keeps. 
Falls th' pitiless rain and th' icy sleet 
Where the living and dead in communion meet. 
For long and bloody th' battle's tide 
Wavered and hung with either side, 
And many a mother's gifted boy. 
The pride and glory of Illinois, 
Whispered "Good-by" as the cursed ball 
Stopped him where only brave men fall. 
But the living columns, with gallant tread, 
Press'd on o'er th' dying and th' dead, 
Till they sank to rest where neither won, 
Near the grim, bleak walls of Donelson. 
Th' o'er-weary slept, but the sentry's gun 
Told of battlefields lost and won, — 
And th' dreamer heard th' muffled drum, 
Hoarsely whisp'ring, "They come, they come!" 

'Twas morning; — out on the gloomy air 

Was heard the swell of th' bugle's blare; 

Donelson standing above them, then, 

Guarded by forest, swamp and fen ; 

Clad in its mantle of ice and sleet, 

Where carnage and death were soon to greet, — 
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Thundering its menace in deep-mouth'd roar 
That shook th' Cumberland's woodland shore. 

Up from couches of winter and snow, 
Full in view of the vaunting foe, 
Stood th' living columns, clad in blue. 
Waiting the signal, — what to do. 

But hold ! What means that grand array 

On every hillside dim and gray? 

Ten thousand strong, and on they swept 

O'er hill and glen, where th' woodvine crept; 

With roar of cannon, musket and drum, 

Shout and demoniac yell, they come : — 

On to the harvest-field of death, — 

On, where the reaper's fiery breath 

Breath'd its hot flame o'er th' matchless brave. 

Came th' serried ranks like a rolling wave. 

They met : — ^Camage and death were there, — 
Passion and pride, and everywhere. 
Through deep ravines and forest glen, 
Strewn with dead and dying men. 
As on by gallant leaders urged 
Back and forward the battle surged. 
While shouts of victory, cries of despair, 
Borne on th' sulphurous, murky air. 
Told how they charg'd and almost won 
The blood-red field of Donelson; 
Back from that terrible onslaught went 
Those steel gray columns, torn and rent. 
'Twas three o'clock of that awful day. 
And vict'ry was not for th' blue or gray, — 
As on to the battlefield calm and still 
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Rode Grant, of dauntless, iron will ; 

And th' order came, — from tongue to tongue 

Words of hope like music rung. 

"Forward! yes, — Forward" th' battle cry, — 
And brave Lew Wallace, with sword on high, 
Rose in his stirrups with flashing eye, 
And "forward it is" to victory. 
And on they rush'd with deafening cheers. 
Where the earth was red with scarlet tears ; 
Where th' murderous fire of shot and shell 
And th' smoke of conflict grew dark as hell ; 
Where sped th* bullet, glittered th' steel. 
Where the roar of battle, peal on peal. 
Echoed that terrible onward cry 
'Mid shrieks of delirious agony ; — 
There Wallace rode, and high o'er all 
Was heard that ever-ceaseless call: — 
"Forward! Forward! brave boys, to-night," 
"Forward it is, to Donelson's height!" 

"Forward !" — Good-night to wife and boy ; — 

In th' prairie state of Illinois, 

Loved ones waiting with eyelids wet, — 

Saw not the gleaming bayonet ; — 

Saw not the columns torn and rent 

As death flash'd out from th' battlement. 

"Forward it is," — grim, dark and still, — 

Up th' rock-ribbed side of that awful hill, 

Through tangled wood, where shell and ball 

Shrieked and hissed that ominous call 

Through iron hail and leaden sleet ; 

With ice and snow, death's winding sheet. 

Went th' ranks of th' blue, and th' day was won 
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With cheer on dieer^at Donelson. 
Down came the rebel stars and bars; 
Up went in triumph the stripes and stars; 
'Mid loud huzzas, and shouts of joy, 
Grand was thy victory, oh Illinois! 

Yes, grand it was, but lying there 

'Mid many in that murky air. 

Was one with youthful face and form. 

Who had stood in th' thickest of th' storm. 

And one might see in his dark blue eyes 

Hope's questioning look and deep surprise. 

Dying, dying, the crimson tide 

Gush'd from his pierc'd and bleeding side; 

He knew the story of life was done. 

He knew the battle was fought and won, — 

And the Angel of Death was hov'ring near 

As our flag went up with cheer on cheer, 

And the pallid face was made erewhile 

Matchless in beauty, with victory's smile, 

As he spoke to a comrade kneeling there; — 

"Forward ! Forward it is," up where 

Life's battle ends, — and th' bugle no more 

Sounds th' wild charge on that beautiful shore. 

"Yes, comrade, yes, if before I died 

Mother could kiss me, I'd be satisfied ; 

For oh, I remember the time so well 

She press'd my lips as th' tear-drops fell. 

And said, — 'Good-bye! God bless you, my boy; 

Be true to your country and Illinois I' 

And so, methinks, if she'd kiss me now. 

And lay her hand on my aching brow, 

Perchance I'd sleep 'mid these wild alarms, 

Thinking I lay in my mother's arms. 
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Yes! — ^yes, I see, — there is the height 1 
'Forward ! — forward !' and mother — good-night !" 
And th' angel of love stooped down to trace 
Immortal life on the sleeper's face. 

Yes, grand was thy victory, oh, Illinois ! 
Grand was th' shout of triumphant joy. 
And grand in song, aye grand in story, 
Shall live that field of crimson glory. 
And the lov'd who sleep to wake no more 
This side the river's mystical shore, — 
Grand and glorious shall ever be 
In the hearts and homes of the brave and free. 

Forward! Forward, O Liberty! 
Forward it is to victory ! 
Forward it is to that nobler day 
When war shall bow to reason's sway; 
Forward it is to that grander height. 
Forward it is to immortal light! 
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KISS ME, SWEET 



"Kiss me, sweet, my precious darling,"- 

How I love those pretty words 
As they come from rosy love-lips 

Like the sweet songs of the birds ! 
How often, do you think, my love, 

The order has been made? 
How oft, if ever, would you say 

It had been disobeyed? 

"Kiss mej sweet, my precious darling," 

Were your loving words to me 
As Cupid steered our boat about 

On love's transparent sea; 
How soft the moonlight fell, my dear; 

How sweet th' stars were shining — 
But sweeter still the girl I held 

Close to my waistcoat lining! 

"Kiss me, sweet, my precious darling," 

You whisper'd as my bride, 
As I clasp'd you to my bosom 

In the soft, sweet ev'ntide; 
And I'm sure I've not forgotten, — 

I remember nothing better, — 
For I foUow'd your instructions 

In the spirit and the letter. 

"Kiss me, sweet, my precious darling," 
And th' words fall soft and sweet ; 
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Soft and sweet at hour of parting, 
Sweet and soft whene'er we meet; 

"Kiss me, sweet," oh, woman's heart-love, 
What a joy to weary life, — 

What a boon to earnest manhood 
Is a true and loving wife! 




THE ROYAL GORGE. 



See Page 84 
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ODE 

SUNG AT LAYING OF CORNERSTONE OF METHODIST CHURCH 
BY GRAND MASTER OF A. F. AND A. M. 

Almighty Father! Gracious King! 
Grant, as our praises Heav'nward ring, 
Thy smiles, Thine ever-present aid, 
While this, our comer-stone, is laid. 

Thou art, O Lord, our corner-stone; — 
In Thee we trust ; to Thee alone 
This earthly temple here we'll raise, — 
An holy shrine for sacred praise. 

Trace, Heavenly Master, through thy word 
Upon each soul's pure trestle-board 
The deep design of human strife, 
The mystic word that leads to life. 

When humbly at Thy throne we kneel, 

Oh, Blessed Master ! make us feel 

Thou art the temple seen afar. 

Where "beauty, stren^h and wisdom are." 

Oh, Father, guide us, — ^may it be 

That grander temple we shall see, 

"Not made with hands," or craftsman's skill. 

But by the matchless Master's will. 
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TO 



FEBRUARY I4, 18— . 

Maid of the dark and laughing eyes, 
Sparkling like dew 'neath summer skies, 
With wavy ringlets rich and rare, 
With graceful mien and face most fair. 

Oh, wondrous face, where beauty lies 
More glorious than sunset dyes; 
Where linger hues more fair and bright 
Than grace a sylph, or nsrmph, or sprite. 

Whereon the artist Nature wrought 
A work divine, so sweetly fraught 
It puts to shame and laughs to scorn 
The roseate tints at flush of mom. 

But not alone such magic power 
Proclaims thee mistress of the hour; 
The mind, the strength of beauty's throne. 
Stands forth in loveliness thine own. 

Then scorn not that I come to thee 
In form of rh3miing minstrelsy; 
Believe me that in thus portraying, 
I follow where my thoughts are straying. 

I'm scarcely young, I'm hardly old; 
My years are not four-score when told ; 
My hair is not completely gray. 
Although 'tis half inclined that way. 
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I have blue eyes, a puggish nose; 
I try to follow where it goes; 
My mouth is sweet as any pickle; 
My heart is warm, but awful fickle. 

So, maiden, read and meditate; 
I stand a luckless wight of fate; 
If this you recognize as mine. 
Please set me down your Valentine! 



CLOUD City CHtMSS 



THE ROYAL GORGE 

Once I stood with face uplifted where the somber 

shadows shifted, 
Startled by the golden sunbeams flashing thro' the 

Royal Gorge; 
Stood and watch'd the crimson splendor playing 

with the shadows tender 
That in radiant beauty-colors bath'd those massive 

granite walls; 
Walls whereon thro' tireless ages have been writ on 

stony pages 
Secrets of the ancient sages, legends of the mighty 

past; 
Watch'd the white-fleck'd foaming river, rushing on 

with mad'ning shiver 
Where the fitful shadows quiver in the canon wild 

and grand. 

There thro' rock-ribb'd chasm aisles many-hued the 

sunlight smiles, — 
While thro' dusky, deep defiles phantom forms seem 

creeping; 
There in sunlit splendor gleaming, oft in moonlit 

beauty beaming, 
Stand those knightly, granite sentries, wonder of the 

Royal Gorge; 
Icy mists their cold lips sealing, naught to earth 

seem they revealing, 
While the white forms round them kneeling, whisper 

of eternal years ; 
Mark where clouds and mists are sleeping, lofty 

pines their long watch keeping, 
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While the shades of evening deepening, catch the 
sheen of silver stars. 

See those mighty walls uplifted, reaching where the 

clouds gold-rifted 
Crown those massive sandstone pillars with a sea of 

crimson fire! 
Mark those grim and specter places, masked in white 

and ghostly faces. 
Where old Time in seam-lines traces pictures of the 

ages gone; 
See those forms of shadowy sweetness, see them in 

their weird completeness, 
See them in their magic fleetness, gliding thro' the 

Royal Gorge; 
Through those halls and archways ringing, hear 

the mystic songs they're singing, 
Listen to those voices ringing, ringing thro' the 

canon gprand. 

While the glitt'ring sunbeams Hnger'd, with the 

White snow golden fingered, — 
While the grandeur all about me, nature's thrilling 

lessons taught me; 
While the woven colors round me in their witchery 

spell-bound me, — 
Where the waking star-gems found me, dreamed I 

in the canon grand ; 
Dream'd of splendors never told, walls of jasper, 

streets of gold. 
Where life's crystal river roll'd on in love forever; — 
Dream'd of fields and flowers undying, perfumed 

breezes sweetly sighing, 
Grandeur, beauty, — time defying, — ^but 'twas not 

the Royal Gorge. 
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TOO FAIR THE DREAM 

I met you in life's sweetest years, — 

I thought to reach the goal 
That held for me the charm of love, — 

The grandeur of a soul. 

You came to me all love and light, 

A being grandly fair; 
Radiant in beauty, face and form. 

And crown'd with golden hair. 

I looked in eyes that spoke to me 

Of love's divinest power, — 
Of sweetness, purity and grace, — 

A woman's truest dower. 

I heard your voice and mark'd your words. 
Where thought and wit combin'd, — 

Telling of Nature's lavish gifts 
Blending with cultur'd mind. 

I watch'd your daily walk and life. 
Your proud yet gracious ways; 

Wherein your woman's worth shone forth 
Like sunset's flashing rays. 

I once had dreamed of one thus fair 
Who some day should be mine; 

And in love's paradise would be 
My angel all divine. 



CLOUD aXY CHIMES 87 

Too fair the dream ! 'Twas not for me 

To know love's sweetest charms ; 
Or clasp you to my heart and life, 

Or feel your circling arms. 

I may not press my lips to thine; 

My love must be as stone; 
I cannot hold you as my bride, 

Nor claim you as "my own." 

I can but plead my love for love. 

And pray that you may be 
Forever mine in heart and soul, 

As I shall be to thee. 

God keep you, for whate'er betide 

Myself, I ask for thee 
The purest joys this life can give. 

And Love's Eternity. 
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From the northland, in her beauty, 

Where her falls, her lakes, her rills. 
Murmur to the far-off mountains 

And the everlasting hills, 
Comes the wailing of her people, — 

Requiem for the sleeping dead, — 
Weeping for the soldier hero. 

For the glorious spirit fled. 

From the eastland, proud and haughty. 

With her cities rich and rare, — 
With her palace homes of grandeur. 

With her gold rooms' glitt'ring glare ;- 
Comes the sound of many voices 

Telling of the hero's strife, — 
Speaking the unequaled splendor 

Of the soldier-statesman's life. 

From the southland, home of passion. 

With her grand magnolia trees, — 
Where her perfumed flowers of beauty 

Breathe their fragrance on the breeze,- 
Comes the voice of passion, — saddened, 

Hush'd above the soldier's grave, 
Grieving for the generous spirit 

That the "God of Battles" gave. 

From the westland where the sunlight. 
Flashing out thro' golden gates, 

Gilds the hilltops, tints the valleys 
Where th' Mississippi waits, — 
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Comes the low, hushed voice of anguish, 

Falls the honest heart-rung tear. 
Telling of his deeds of valor, 

O'er the silent soldier's bier. 

In the cottage by the hamlet 

Loving words to-day are said; 
Weeping eyes and voiceless sorrow 

Speak the praises of the dead; 
And the world's great heart is beating 

For the spirit gone above, 
For the soldier form that slumbers 

In his country's arms of love. 

From an htmdred furrowed fields 

Where the veteran heroes, sleep, — 
Where the battle fiercely raged. 

Where the vine and Cyprus creep ; 
How the night winds seem to whisper 

Of his deeds of valor done, — 
Softly, proudly, sadly saying 

What the great commander won. 

See the grand old veteran legions 

Gather as if called once more 
By their loved commander's orders 

Issu'd from the silent shore ; 
Hear the bugles sadly calling! 

Hark the muffl'd drums to-day; 
Mark the torn and tattered banners 

Carried once amid the fray! 

Statesman, sleep; your toil is ended! 
Soldier, rest; your work is done! 
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Hope and Peace fresh garlands gather 
From the heights of Donelson ; 

Vicksburg, Shiloh, Lookout Mountain, 
Appomatox, greets you here; 

Blue and gray, once disunited. 
Bow their heads above your bier. 

Millions tell the thrilling story 

Of the sleeping hero's dust; 
Strong in battle, firm in council, 

True to duty's every trust. 
Fame hath twined her chaplets for him. 

Honor crowns his brow, to-day; 
Glory guards the hero-statesman. 

Freedom decks the sleeping clay. 

Where the beauteous Hudson Imgers, 

Dropping down her winding way; 
Where the moonlight and the starlight 

Mingle in their magic play, — 
There shall rest the people's lov'd one. 

There his comrades' footsteps tread, — 
There shall rest the silent captain, — 

Proudly sleep "The Nation's Dead." 
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RING, JOYOUS BELLS 

(JANUARY 1ST, 18 — ) 

Well may you ring, oh, joyous bells! 

At this. Time's natal hour; 
Ring out the old year's mystic ties. 

And hail the new one's power ; 
Ring for the joys which yet may be 

For friends who have liv'd and laugh'd, 
For th' bright'ning future's glorious dawn. 

And pleasure's cup unquaffed. 

Ring! — for the eye of hope grows bright 

Musing on coming years, 
Where youth and pleasure, grief and pain, 

Mingle their smiles and tears; 
Ring — for the heart of passion stirs 

Within the human breast; 
Like vessel anchorless at sea, 

The soul can find no rest. 

Ring for the heart's exultant hopes. 

As youth's fair visions beam 
Along the future's untried way 

A golden, glittering dream; 
Ring for the dawn of nobler thought. 

The morn of reason's sway; 
When Right shall mould the human will, 

And Justice close the day. 
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Ring in the day when she who erst 

Was Eden's fairest flower 
Shall rend the shackels of her sex 

And wield her native power; 
When they who dote on beauty's form 

Shall yield an equal place 
To all who struggle for the goal 

In life's ennobling race. 

Ring out the reign of tyrant rule, 

Ring in the nation's birth ; 
Ring for the hopes of ages past, 

Ring in true manly worth; 
Ring out a dirge for tott'ring thrones. 

For servile potentates; 
And hail the light of liberty 

Where freedom's banner waits. 

Ring out in brave Columbia's name 

A wild triumphant chime, 
As freedom's day-star rends the veil 

And shows her hopes sublime! 
Bathed in a nation's tears behold 

Th' anointed one arise; 
'Tis she, 'tis Liberty which claims 

This western paradise. 

Ring out for those o'er whose nameless graves, 

Like th' sheen of a golden fleece, 
Lingers the sunset's dying hues. 

Emblems of love and peace; 
Ring for the lov'd whose voices once 

Our saddened hearts could thrill, 
Whose mem'ry, like the evening hymn. 

Seems whisp'ring "Peace; be still!" 






ClJOtJD OTY CfllMBS 93 

Ring in the hour when Peace and Love, 

United hand in hand, 
Joined in their hallow*d ties shall bless 

Our common fatherland; 
When hearts and hands of truer mould 

Shall g^ide the helm of state ; 
And those who lead the nation's van 

Be good as well as great. 

Ring out where freedom's ensign waves, 

Lov'd banner of the free; 
Whose heaven-born hues proclaim to all 

The home of Liberty; 
"Thrice welcome !" is the song which swells 

From ocean shore to shore; 
"Come! welcome, ye oppressed of earth," 

Shall echo evermore. 
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''GOD'S WILL, NOT OURS, BE DONE'* 

The hour was near to one the Nation loved ; — 
Sad hour, that marked the mystery of life, 
When Death stood waiting by a bed of pain 
Where lay the Nation's chief, our President! 
Bow'd heads and stricken hearts were with him 

there; 
A people wept, — ^aye, their prayers went up 
To Him who holds the destinies of time. 
The grandeur of earth's splendor in His hands ; 
He spoke: "Bring her, my wife, to me." Voices 
From out the long ago echoed the thought, 
And told the story of love's years gone by, — 
The story beautiful; Love ever young 
For them, came near and whispered once again 
That sweetest vow, "Till death us part," and then 
Into that silent chamber came the wife; 
They led her where the conscious statesman lay ; 
The dying husband's eyes were on her there ; 
A smile lit up his face, and hand in hand 
As once before and oft thro' many years, 
God and the angels heard love's sweetest vows. 
And so they come to us, — aye, soul to soul. 
In lov'd communion, ere the moment came 
When from its earthly prison-house of clay 
His spirit fled to join the throng immortal. 
And she, fair, frail and delicate, but strong 
In wifely faith and trust, look'd up to heav'n 
With him, and love's sweet silence told again 
The story of the years ; into each other's eyes 
Once more they look'd in fondest tenderness; 
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The chords of being trembled at the touch 
Of memory's hand; youth came once more 
And sat beside them, whispering tales that none 
But lovers' hearts may ever know ; manhood, 
Sweet womanhood, that came to each and laid 
Their hands upon "they twain" and they were one 
In wedded bliss; and joy and pleasure came 
And with them walk'd; thro' flowery paths led on 
Their way, tho' ofttimes mark'd with gfrief and pain. 
And Honor came, and on the noble brow 
Of him whose modest worth was known of all 
The nation placed the well-earn'd wreath of Fame; 
A people^ claim him for their own, and she 
Who with him sat, as Hope's fair sails were spread 
To catch the breeze from Love's eternal shore. 
Evening and silence ! hand in hand, aye soul to soul ! 
For in the tear-dimm'd eyes of each, was read 
The story of an earthly love that never dies. 
The tired hand that clasped that other hand, 
Held closer still the thin white fingers, and the voice 
Once eloquent to chain the waiting throngs, mur- 

mur'd, — 
"Good bye, dear heart!" "God's will, not ours, 

be done !" 
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FAREWELL 

I met thee in the festive hall 

Where rang the sound of mirth, 
And truly I may say that night 

To dearer scenes gave birth; 
From thence each word or smile of thine 

The purest joys might swell ; 
Tho* now, my friend, I bid to all 

A lingering, sad "farewell!" 

I saw thee young and beautiful, 

The fairest of the fair; 
With brow like marble, eyes of blu^. 

And flowing, wave-like hair; 
I saw and owned each magic charm, 

While beauty, wove her spell — 
Which lingers yet as now 1 speak 

That fitting word, "farewell!" 

Thy name will come upon my lips. 

And breathe the fond regret 
That lives within my memory 

For one Til ne'er forget; 
Tho' Time my spirits' flow should quench 

And fondest hopes may quell, 
Thy image ne'er shall leave my heart 

Tho' now I say "farewell !" 

For hearts enchained by friendship's power, 

And wedded thus together, 
No mortal force, nor lapse of time. 
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The golden links may sever ; 
And so, sweet girl, as years go by, 

May life this story tell : 
That naught divides us till the tomb 

But friendship's fond "farewell 1" 



CLOUD CITY CHIMES 



THE THREE LIGHTS 

The grandeur, aye, the beauty, 

Of Masonic rites we find 
In the lessons and the teachings 

Which enrich the human mind; 
In that matchless guide that serves us 

Along time's chequered way. 
As a "rule of faith and practice," 

Till we reach life's endless day. 

The square to square our actions, 

To make us grandly true, — 
To all that's high and noble 

Beneath yon heav'n of blue; 
The compasses to circumscribe 

Our wishes and desires, 
To limit by the line of right 

Our passion's melting fires. 

Thus, brethren, ever guided, 

Let us wait the coming day, 
When the Master's gavel calls us 

Far up the golden way; 
And I doubt not as we enter 

Heaven's lodge-room wide and fair, — 
We shall see those three lights shining, — 

Bible, compasses and square. 
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LEADVILLE, COLO. 



THE MEMORIAL HOUR 

Hail brothers, all! In sadness now 
You mark the year's memorial hour; 

And hand in hand, and heart to heart, 
You bow before Eternal power. 

Here brothers meet! Here memory tells 
Of joys and pleasures, hopes and fears ; 

Of all that makes or mars this life 

Of loves and hates and griefs and tears. 

Yes, — true, I see the page is dark 
And marred by bitter tears that fell 

For those who, with you, joined erstwhile. 
Whose work, with pride, you gladly tell. 
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They are not here; their mould'ring forms 
Are freed life's worrying cares and strife, 

And wait the promised summons home 
That wakes them to immortal life. 

Not here, — ^but if the good and true 
Hath aught of life, in other form 

They sure have foimd God's summer-land, 
Whose daylight splendor knows no storm. 

Not here, — ^and yet they live to-day 
In words and acts and deeds of love. 

That won the mystic pass-word here 
To the Grand Lodge of Elks above. 

So may your work and power be felt. 
In doing good where'er you can ; 

Life's benediction comes to each 
Who loves and aids his fellow-man. 

Work on, O Elks ! The Master waits 
Where life's worn shore and river meet ; 

"Well done!" I trust His words may be 
When tired and weary grow your feet. 

And may your deeds of kindness done 
For each and all, beyond the sky 

Prove crown of joy and passport true 
To the Grand Master's Lodge on high. 
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A GREETING 

A greeting, fair maiden, a greeting, I say, 
To the hour and the minute that mark'd th' glad day 
When in miniature form you came to the light 
To play havoc with hearts, in day-time or night. 

The "Fairies" came to thee to cradle thy birth, 
And gave thee fair gifts in their loves and their 

mirth ; 
With beauty and graces they covered you o'er, 
And with hopes and best wishes row'd your boat 

from th' shore. 

And on the bright waters your barque has found 

way 
O'er the "ocean of time" to this glad natal day; 
And the "Angel of Life," who is counting your 

years, 
I'm sure will add many, unsullied with tears. 
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DECORATION DAY 

Comrades, as again we gather, 

Let us gladly, truly tell 
Once again the old, old story, — 

How our brothers, fighting, fell ; 
How they stood in line of battle, 

How they charged in matchless strife. 
How they held that grand old banner 

Dearer than the hopes of life. 
Tell the story proudly, comrades ; 

Falter not, for those who sleep 
Heard a voice which seemed to whisper : 

"Freedom o'er your graves shall weep;" 
While the years are swiftly passing 

Wake fond memories of the hour. 
When the sons of freedom gathered 

In the majesty of power ; 
Look ! Behold again the millions ! 

Hear the tramp, tramp, tramp once more; 
Listen to that shout triumphant 

Echoing from shore to shore. 
See the stately columns pressing 

Forward, onward to the strife. 
Vowing to the "God of Battles" 

To protect the nation's life. 
Tread again the weary marches. 

Listen to the bugle call, — 
Hear the shout of battle's carnage. 

Where you stood a living wall ; — 
Where you met the sturdy foeman, 

Where your banners rose and fell 
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As you fought for home and country, 

For the land you loved so well. 
Drop a tear for those who rest there, 

Sleeping so, — ^the tried and true, — 
Till the trump of fame shall wake them 

To the last glad grand review. 
From the great heart of the nation, 

From the honest sons of toil, 
From the homes of earnest purpose, 

From the tillers of the soil; 
From the many toiling millions 

Freedom's first and truest dower. 
Liberty's unequalled guardian 

In the zenith of her power, — 
Comes a voice that tells us truly 

Of their love and trust and pride, 
Of the hopes they fondly cherish 

For their brother's work, who died; 
Saying, — "You have died for freedom; 

We will also do and dare, 
Waiting for that grand fruition 

Which shall garland manhood's prayer; 
That shall wipe the stain of slavery 

From the workman's sweating brow, 
Lift from toil the hand that blackens. 

Make it Freedom, — fair as thou." 

From the living veteran heroes. 

Soldiers in that valiant strife. 
Brothers in that fearful conflict 

To preserve our country's life ; 
From the northland, eastland, westland. 

From the home of passion's pride. 
Comes a voice of sadness to us 
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Weeping for our loved who died; 
Mothers weep for those who left them, 

Fathers grieve for manhood slain; 
Widowed hearts yet sadly cherish 

Memories of the battle's plain; 
Where the glitt'ring, golden sunlight 

Falls where gallant comrades rest, — 
Where the patriot hero slumbers 

On his country's bleeding breast; 
Where the head-board marks as "Unknown" 

Many a fallen soldier boy, — 
Where a life was proudly given, 

Turning into sadness joy; 
Where the fields of battle ever 

Tell the story of the brave, — 
Where the greensward and the corn-fields 

Cover o'er a comrade's grave, — 
May the evening zephyrs linger. 

May some floweret wake to life. 
Breathing in its perfumed beauty 

Of that holy, glorious strife; 
Telling of the deeds of valor. 

Whispering of a deathless name. 
Of the glory and the grandeur 

Of the sleeping patriot's fame. 
And remember that fair army 

Who, in hospital and field, 
Bore their share in death's wild conflict I 

When no earthly power could shield; \ 

Women true, who watched and waited I 

Close beside the soldier's bed, 1 

As the death-dew touched the forehead i 

And the spirit homeward sped ; I 

Fairy hands that smoothed the pillow, 
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Lips that spoke a mother's love, — 
Softly told the dyifig comrade 

Of the hero's rest above; 
Listening to the last sad farewells 

Spoken for the loved at home, 
Who were waiting, sadly waiting. 

For the soldier-hoy to come; 
Listening to the low voice telling 

Of the wife so fond and true. 
Waiting in that far-off cottage 

For her hero clothed in blue; 
Of the little fair-haired children 

Gathered at the mother's knee. 
Laughing, prattling, each one sa)ring: 

"Papa's coming home to me." 
But he came not at their bidding. 

And the fair hands closed his eyes, 
Shutting out those hallowed longings, — 

Home,— our earthly paradise. 

Spread, oh, friends, your flowers of beauty 

Where the soldier-hero rests ; 
Never can your wreaths and garlands 

Cover over manlier breasts. 
Grand they were in youth and manhood ; 

Grandly did they do and die 
For the land their life-blood crimson'd. 

As their spirits soared on high. 
Kneel, oh, martyr-land, and bless them ! 

Garland o'er each patriot grave 
With the purest, fairest blossoms 

Love and beauty ever gave. 
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Comrades in the far-off eastland, 

By the Hudson's winding way, 
Rests our comrade, lov'd commander, — 

Grant, the dauntless in the fray; 
But up yonder, kindred spirits, 

Fair and beautiful to-day. 
Mingle with the spirit legions, . 

Comrades of the blue and gray ; } 

Grant and Lee, with noble Hancock, 

Resting with the serried ranks — 
Once the worn and wearied veterans 

Camping by the river's banks; 
Once the wounded, dying comrade, 

Once a hero in the fight ; 
Heir of freedom's holiest conflict — 

Comrades of immortal light. 

Hear you not our comrades' footsteps? 

One by one they're passing by, 
Summoned by the Great Commander 

From earth's duties to the sky. 
And, methinks, the hosts up yonder 

Raise a shout of glad acclaim. 
Welcoming each vet'ran hero 

To the paradise of fame. 
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OWD TO THE "FESTIVAL OF MOUNTING AND 
PLANE** 

DENVER, COLORADO 

This hain't a reg'lar po'm, but I'm feelin' purty fly, 
And I'm sum on showin' natur' and paintin' of the 

sky; 
I can see them matchless colors and them rainbow 

tints that show 
'Long with King Argentum Aurum, and almost 

taste their glow. 

I like the flowers and columbines a-bloomin' in the 

spring, 
And to see the frogs a-hoppin' and the burds upon 

the wing; 
I luv to see the butterflies a-sailin' over rills. 
And hear our luv'd "kanarys" bray, resoundin' o'er 

the hills. 

I sort o' like a little fun — don't mind a bit o' noise — 
And kinder like a drink or so — of water with the 

boys; 
I like the butyful dam-sels, the luvly dames and 

gurls, 
In kaliko, silks and satins, with black and sunny 

curls. 

I hain't ben down to Denver fur quite a little while, 
But they tell me that the fokes down thar air puttin' 
on grate stile; 
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So, I'm goin' down — ^you bet your boots — ^to that 

big festival, 
And take my ole, true wife with me, — my best an' 

only gal. 

A fellar wuz a-tcllin' me just how the show 

would be, 
'N it wuz a heap site funnier than raisin' celeree; 
He sed it beat the "Mardi Grass," or any other grass, 
Or climbin' up on snowshoes around "Muskeeter 

Pass." 

He told me that fur three hull daze they'd go it on a 

bum,^ 
And be guverned by a fellar called Argentum Ah 

Rum; 
And I sed I ruther reckoned he wuz guessin' 

mighty right, 
Fur the heft of all them fellars 'ud be purty midlin' 

tight. 

And then he went on tellin' (and Lord how he did 

spin it) 
About the mountings and the planes, till a buzsaw 

wuzn't in it; 
He talked about the sunlite, the moonlite and the 

stars. 
Our peaches, melons, 'taters, our gold and silver 

bars. 

And then he got to musin', and sed things wuzn't so 
Along about the sixties, in the daze of long ago; 
He sed they'd be a lot of flotes to represent th«n 
years 
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When men and women worked and toiled in sorrey 
and in tears. 

Then he told about our progress, our cole and otes 

and wheet — 
'N the vastness of the richness beneath our very 

feet; 
He sed there'd be a pagent to show we'd grow'd rite 

smart, 
With pioneers and Injuns exhibitin' our start. 

He sed the "progress pagent" wuz wonderful to 

see — 
It beet a fellar foUer'd by a b'ar, a-climin' up a tree; 
He sed "Pike's Peak or Bust" wuz the story that it 

told, 
As the early settlers struggled fur silver and fur 

gold. 

He told about the musick (sole-stirrin', as he sed), 
'N our starry baxmer floatin' in bloo and white and 

red; 
The solgers all a marchin', with blarin' horns and 

drums, 
'N the silver serpent spoutin' fire, at the bustin' of 

the bumbs. 

He sed they'd show the first small church whar 

preachin' got a grip 
'N right behind a gamblin' shop whar the drinkers 

got a nip; 
He sed he'd seen the gamb'leers while the fiddle wuz 

a pla)rin' 
Chip in enuff uv golddust to pay a hull ^r's 

prayin\ 
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He sed they'd hev a borro, all fixed up with a pack, 
And every mother's son 'ud say "He wuz a cracker- 
jack;" 
He sed a ole-time miner 'ud be ridin' on a flote 
Eatin' off a side of bacon, as a sort o' table'd'hote. 

He said 'twould be the grandest site a fellar ever 

seen — 
The golden sunlite colorin' the hills and vallies 

green; 
'N touchin' up with varied hues the city's spires and 

rufs, 
That ekoed back the noise and roar, 'n the sound of 

bosses' hufs. 

The masks, he said, wuz awful queer, 'n the trappins 

on the bosses 
Kinder made him think of polerticks, as handled by 

the bosses ; 
When they used to put up dollar bills to git the right 

man in. 
And a fellar wuzn't in it unless he bed the tin. 

He sed I'd never seen sich fun in all my life before — 
There 'ud be clowns and nuns and cowboys and 

bailee gals galore; 
The mayor 'ud leed the Procesh and Queen ThaliaJ 

'ud cum along 
With her luvly maids of honor, a bowin' to the 

throng. 

He sed there'd be a awful crowd on every block and 
street, 
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*N every one 'ud wish his korns wuz on sum other's 

feet; 
The Japanese and Chinese and the dagos 'ud be 

seen 
With ribbons gayly flyin' in yeller, bloo and green. 

He sed the daze wan't in it with the buty of the 

nights, 
When they fired the myriad 'lectric globes 'n the 

inkerdesunt lights; 
He sed at least ten thousand, would go it on a lark, 
'N hev their fun and musick and dancin' at the 

"park." 

He sed there'd be a livin' mass of wild humanitee 
Mixed up with gold and silver hues, 'n' the tintin's 

of the sea; 
He sed the fun 'ud be immense while Argentum 

Aurum reigns 
At the cap'tol of our state, the "Queen City of the 

Plains." 

He said the musick and the sport, 'n' the Silver 

Serpents' Slaves, 
Would liv with one thro' all the years, and foller to 

their graves ; 
And the buty and the grandoor, and the hurly-burly 

fun. 
Would be like heaven's star-gems and the glory of 

the sun. 
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ROBERT BURNS 

His harp lies mute! Yet in our hearts 

Its echoing music lingers, 
As tho' its chords were touch'd again 

By those deft, minstrel fingers ; 
The notes of love, the strains of woe. 

That swept his lyre and a* that — 
Tho' sometimes marr'd wi' folly's hand. 

We love and prize for a' that. 

His harp lies mute! But memory shows 

The man of matchless mould, 
Whose way thro' life was nature's own — 

Whose worth is yet untold. 
And, oh, how sweet the pitying words 

From heart with sadness torn, — 
Where life and love gave proof thro' him 

That "man was made to mourn." 

His harp lies mute ! Its bright, sweet strains 

Wake not the passing hour; 
It tells no more "O' banks and braes," 

Or "simmer's" blushing flower; 
It breathes no more of blighted hopes 

Or notes of saddest woe; 
The "Cotter's Night," or dearer still, 

"John Anderson, My Jo." 

His harp lies mute ! But warm and strong 

His lov'd thoughts come to me, — 
"O' Bonnie Doon," and "streams around 



'."3 :::••■■ YORK 



AP'--'-, :.r\ry AND 
TXI.DEN FCLf r,AT loNf 



CLOUD CITY CHIMES 113 

The Castle o' Montgomery;'* 
The joys of life, the songs of mirth, 

That made his life's way cheery, 
Come soft and sweet as those that tell 

Of his dear "Highland Mary." 

Tho' mute his harp, his magic words 

Have brought thro' all the years 
To happy youth and hoary age 

Sweet joys and chasten'd tears. 
To sad, o'er-burdened human hearts. 

His gentlest words were given. 
Sweet as the voice the "Peri" heard 

When ope'd the gates of heaven. 

His harp lies mute ! His voice is hush'd, 

But kind remembrance now 
Twines the bright laurel-wreath of fame 

To deck the poet's brow. 
We name him here "The Scotchman's pride," — 

As memory fondly turns 
Page after page of wondrous thought 

That breathes the soul of Burns. 

His harp lies mute ! Yet dear his words, — 

And bright his image here. 
Where worth and genius fill the hour 

With Scotia's welcome cheer ; 
Let joy and pleasure lead the van. 

Nor heed "Dull care and a' that," 
For here's to Ayrshire's poet, bard. 

His struggles, hopes and "a' that." 
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''THE SONG THAT'S SUNG" 

Back through the tide of time! 

Back through sunshine and shade ! 
Far back thro' silvery aisles, 

Where "Love and Beauty" play'd, 
To the hours of earlier years, 

When life was pure and fair, 
To the wild, weird dreams of fancy 

Painted so daintily there. 

Back to the visions of splendor! 

Back to the world of bliss! 
My youth's fairest Eden of beauty, 

Untouch'd by the sorrow of this. 
Tread back to the golden sunlight. 

To the beat of the monarch Time, 
When the heavens were bright above me, 

And earth was a thing sublime. 

Back thro' Time's smiles and tears, — 

Life's river of wave-like flow, — 
For I hear in th' dip of the boatman's oar 

The song of the long ago ; 
And sweet, yet sad, is the song that comes 

On the night-wind's sigh to me, 
As th' chords of being tremble and thrill 

To the touch of memory. 

I muse, I dream, as the shadows veil 
The hues of the crimson west, — 

Seeming to reach with fingers of gold 
To th' home of th' spirit's rest; 
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I dream of th' angel flowers that bloom 

In the Eden of love for me, 
Where th' rythmic flow of th' River of Life 

Is the song of Eternity. 
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"/ LIKE YOU AWFUL WELL" 

I've called on witches to inspire, 

Invoked the gods to tell, 
The meaning of those naughty words, — 

'I like you awful well.' " 

I know that when a pretty maid 

Tumbles in love pell-mell, 
In these degenerate days she says 

"I like you awful well." 

She means "I like you not a bit, 

My love you can't compel; 
And you can take that 'rear seat' where 

"I like you awful well." 

It grieves my heart and gizzard too, — 

It makes my soul rebel, — 
To hear those words that blast my hopes, — 

"I like you awful well." 

It must be that the "Old Boy" dreams 

Or hears the fateful knell 
That echoes thro' the lapsing years, — 

"I like you awful well." 
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AFTER ME DREAM 



I dreamed, ye Gods ! her spirit's power 
Came o'er me in that silent hour 
When sleep shut out earth's grosser thoughts 
And all me soul and heart was caught 
With beauty's charms. 

And, — well, — I dreamed, yes, o'er and o'er, 
That "spirit force" had op'd the door. 
And thro' it came, in stately grace, 
A form of loveliness, with face 
To charm a saint. 

And so me soul lay mute and still, 
In fact, I dreamed I had no will ; 
Hypnotic force in lovely form 
Had ta'en me prisoner by storm 
And held me fast. 

Why not? I know I was beguiled, — 
I looked upon her as she smiled; 
And aye! 'twas beauty's fairest charms 
I thought, or dreamed, was in my arms 
That little while. 

She press'd her rosy lips to mine, — 
Methought I drank the purest wine 
That mortal man had ever quaffed, 
And then, — she looked at me and laughed, 
The precious charmer. 
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And then her slumb'rous eyes she fix'd 
Upon me till I seemed much mix'd ; 
And said so many pretty things 
About me, that my wits took wingps, 
And got away. 

And yet the vision still was there 
In radiant beauty, — red her hair 
As tho' Aurora lost her beams 
Within it, — else 'twas but in dreams 
I saw her so. 

I know she softly whispered words 
In tones like notes of spring-time birds; 
Her cherry lips I felt on mine 
And oh! me charmer was divine, 
Aye, don't you think? 

Her voice, — ^how soft and sweet she spoke, 
And I did nothing else, — ^but woke ; 
And sad indeed the hours now seem. 
My heart is grieved, — 'twas but a dream. 
The more's the pity. 
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BROTHERS OF THE A. O. U. W. 

We are workmen, we are brothers, 

We are waiting for th' day — 
When the tenets of our order 

Shall make glad life's weary way; 
When the world shall learn the grandeur 

Of sweet charity and love, — 
The mystic sign that conquers — 

That reaches from above. 

We are workmen, we are brothers. 

And we wait the coming hour 
That shall bind us yet more closely 

In our years of growing power ; 
That shall give us courage ever, 

In manhood's matchless fight. 
To wear the "White Plume of Navarre" 

While battling for the right. 

We are workmen, we are brothers. 

With "Hope" our guiding star; 
And we feel its kindly radiance, 

Tho' ofttimes seen afar; 
But we know that God is with us. 

As we watch that glitt'ring gem — 
Ever leading, guiding, waiting. 

As the "Star of Bethlehem." 

We are workmen, we are brothers. 

And would aid with kindly hand 
A brother standing by us 
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On the sea or on the land ; 
We would give to all "protection," 

The love all hearts most feel — 
For the suffering ones who call us 

Where grief and sorrow kneel. 

We are workmen, we are brothers, 

And thro' the coming years 
"Hope's" magic tie shall bind us 

Through sorrows, joys and tears; 
With love, each for the other. 

With tender words we'll greet, — 
A brother's footsteps passing 

Where the "shore and river meet." 

We are workmen, we are brothers. 

And when our toils are o'er. 
May we have the Workman's password 

To life's mystic, golden shore; 
And for those we love and cherish. 

Sweet words of cheer shall rise 
From "Brotherhood" and "Charity" 

And "Hope" that never dies. 
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LOVE IN EXCHANGE 

Love in exchange for roses given, 
Loyal as that which speaks of heaven ; 
And such you give ? Oh, heart of mine ! 
My soul is drunken with the wine. 

Love in exchange, — tho' sweet th' roses 
And perfume that their heart encloses; 
Yet faint e'en Nature's perfum'd art 
To love's aroma from the heart. 

Love poor exchange for roses? No! 

However beautiful they grow. 

In perfect loveliness complete. 

Your heart's pure love is far more sweet. 

Oh, true heart mine ! Fondly I wear 
Within my soul a love so fair 
That brings the bliss of life to me. 
E'en tho' I know 'tis robbery. 
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HYMN 



We meet where rest the dead, — 
Where love and beauty wed 

Their kindred earth; 
And where, at memory's will, 
The sadden'd heart shall thrill. 
Let kind remembrance still 

The voice of mirth. 

Come with pure hearts and true; 
Those who have died for you 

Are resting here. 
Come where the sunset skies 
Mingle their crimson dyes, — 
Weep— where the hero lies — 

The silent tear. 

Tell how they nobly died. 

Speak them their country's pride 

'Mid hopes and fears. 
Say freedom's battle cry 
Rang out to God on high, — 
Say "They shall never die 

Thro' coming years." 

Hark! as the harp-chords swell. 
List, how they, fighting, fell 

For liberty. 
While love and peace proclaim 
The patriot martyr's fame, 
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Write thou in Freedom's name 
"They died former 

Come, then, this hallow'd eve 
Where human hearts yet grieve 

For Hope's fair flower. 
Oh, come, and with you bring 
Earth's fairest offering, 
While praises heav'nward ring 

This sweet, sad hour. 

Praise to Almighty God, 
Tho' neath his chast'ning rod 

A nation weeps; — 
Yet, thro' the lapse of time. 
Our Country's hopes sublime 
Shall tell of Freedom's clime 

Where valor sleeps. 
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COME TO ME EARLY 

Come to me early, the stars will be shining, — 
Come to me, "sweetheart," for some one's repining; 
Yes, come to me early, for fain would I be 
The "heaven of love" that is waiting for thee. 

Come to me early, for the hours will be long, — 
Tm counting the minutes, like the notes of a song ; 
And the charm of life's being will not seem in vain. 
For the hours will be sweet when I'm with thee 
again. 

Yes, come to me early, for happy thoughts rise 
Till the flush on my cheeks and th' light in my eyes 
Speak the joy of my heart, and the gladness I feel 
When love and sweet pleasure indulgently kneel. 

Oh, come to me early, for the hours thus alone 
Are whisp'ring me ever, "my dear one, my own.'* 
And joy's purest treasures my heart shall entwine, 
Knowing ever and always they are mingl'd with 
thine. 
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A DREAM 

I SHALL BE SATISFIED 

A dream is a dream, whether false or true, 

And I like them, too, for they bring to view 

Some glorious visions of wealth and fame, 

A beautiful being, or scolding dame; 

A cottage scene where mirth and joy 

Hold rule supreme without alloy; 

Or a regal mansion where love and light 

Shed a halo round, like the queen of night. 

And then there are scenes on which we gaze 

Through Fancy's glittering, beauteous maze. 

When thought runs free through realms of bliss 

And we scorn the things which are known in this. 

And often in dreams we wing our flight 

'Mid the starry host that gild the night; 

In thought unwearied still on we trace 

Through the heavenly archway's trackless space. 

Till in vision we see the crystal light 

Which flows from those realms where sin and night 

Ne'er know to shed their either ray, — 

That eternal home of ceaseless day. 

Yet things are not always what they seem, 

And this was the substance of my dream: 

Methought I stood on a mountain gray. 

In the glimmering light of dawning day, — 

While far away in the eastern sky 

Low and dark and motionless lie 

Somber clouds, with fold o'er fold. 

Dim and distant, and looking so cold. 

But as I gazed the scene was shifted, — 
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The somber clouds were gently lifted, 

While light from the rising sun-god made 

Crimson and gold where blushes played ; 

Fringing the clouds with his glowing beam, 

Tinting to silver the purling stream 

That down from the mountain's lofty height 

Caught the first blush of immortal light. 

Deeper and richer the golden sheen 

Penciled and painted the matchless scene, 

As up from the horizon all aflame 

The King of Day in his grandeur came; 

And the clouds gave way, and holy light, 

Folding the mantle of silvery night. 

Bathed the hills and valleys below 

In the flush and pride of the sun's first glow. 

Down below lay city and plain. 

Forests and prairies and fields of grain ; 

Rivers that bore on their bosoms of light 

Forms that tell of man's toil and might; 

Lakes and rivulets, birds and flowers, 

Mansions of beauty and vine-clad bowers ; 

Grander, aye fairer, the vision grew 

Of the earth beneath and the vault of blue; 

While a voice spoke audibly to my ear : — 

"Listen, oh, listen, to what you hear; 

All this splendor of earth and sky 

Is born for a purpose, born to die ; 

Not with that which is born to die 

Mayest thou seek to satisfy; 

Humble thy heart on its throne of pride. 

Learn thou the lesson, — be satisfied; 

Not with the beauty and splendor of earth. 

But that which claims immortal birth; 

For earthly glory and honor dies 
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As the spirit seeks its home in the skies. 

And I will give thee the song once more 

As I've heard it sung on the wave-washed shore 

Where the earth-worn pilgrim stands at last 

When the joys and sorrows of earth are passed." 

"Earth hath its hopes, its joys, the boon of love, 
The touch of pleasure and the thrill of pride ; 

Yet 'mid each hallow'd scene the yearning heart 
looks up 
And weary asks: — "Shall I be satisfied?" 

How brief the voyage of life, from shore to shore 
O'erruled by One alone, we stem the tide ; 

Youth's golden morn and manhood's noblest hour 
Ask only this:— "Shall I be satisfied?" 

"Shall I be satisfied?" "Plead we in vain?" 
And still the famished soul in anguish cries, — 

"O life, O love, O hope unsatisfied!" 
Until the Spirit God in pity thus replies : 

"Not here where youth's bright hopes deceive us, 
Not here where earth-born creatures struggle for 
an hour; 

Not here, where wild, illusive pleasures leave us 
The wasted birthright of eternal power." 

Not here, where mem'ry's chords are touch'd with 
sorrow's tears; 
Where time's regrets stand lingering close be- 
side; 
Not where "the fated bowl" thro' nect'rous sweets 
distills 
Life's bitterest gall, shall ye be satisfied. 
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There is a land where weary ones may rest ; 

Where heaven's immortal love, the spirit's bride, 
Shall walk in radiant light ; while from each pilgrim 
one 

The answer comes, — "I now am satisfied." 

Beyond the portal gate of life's fair way, o'er scenes 
of bliss, 
Touch'd to such living beauty, tongue may never 
tell; 
Beyond this earthly home, this night of sorrow's 
tears 
Breaks th' eternal day of love, and hope and peace 
ineffable." 

O Beulah land of peace! whose pearly gates infold 
Earth's loved and lost, pledges of fondest pride, — . 

When 'neath the tree of life, fast by the flowing 
river, 
We meet and rest, we shall be satisfied. 

Hark! List the myriad throng! Ten thousand 
harps 

Around the hallowed throne of Him who died — 
Breathe o'er the hills of glory, o'er elysian fields, 

This song of faith : — "I now am satisfied." 

It ceased; my dream was ended, whether true 

Matters but little to self or you; 

Only remember, 'tis sadly true. 

From th' earth beneath to th' heav'nly blue, 

All that is beautiful to th' eye 

Bears the stamp of mortality. 
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You may win the perishing things of time,- 
But a stariess crown in that better clime. 
Seek, then, for th' grander things that lie 
Beyond the glory of earth and sky. 
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THE BEAUTIFUL ENGIVIE 

The moon shines bright and the stars sail on 

With the sky for an azure sea; 
But there's naught more fair to my heart and life 

Than "the beautiful Engivie." 

There's beauty and love in the world, I'm told, 

In the chain of life's mystery; 
But ill it compares with the charms and the grace 

Of "the beautiful Engivie." 

There are dreams of beauty that come and go 

In the chambers of memory; 
But none more sweet than those which tell 

Of "the beautiful Engivie." I 

There are hopes that float on the "Ocean of Time," 

And loves that are dear to me; j 

But they only make brighter the charms I find 
In "the beautiful Engivie." 

I 
i 
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TO MRS. B- 



Fm scarce a poet, wit, or sage; 

In friendship's name I touch this page; 

Content if, in the years to be. 

It brings one kindly thought to thee. 

May time but gently press thy brow. 
And greet thee with a smile, as now; 
While love and hope and pleasure strew. 
On either hand, their flowers for you. 
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"OUR BOY IS DEAD'' 

"Our boy is dead !" and the heart's wild thrill 
Thro' the tide of being grows mute and still ; 
One more from earth, with his laughter and song, 
Mingles his voice with the seraph throng. 

On earth there is grief, in heaven there's joy. 
O'er your innocent, guileless, playful boy. 
Yet joy and sorrow so close are wed ; 
The heart still whispers : "Our boy is dead." 

Not dead, but asleep in the arms of love. 
In the "Shepherd's Fold" in bliss above, 
Where the beautiful gates of life infold 
Your angel boy in immortal mould. 
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THE "CARRIER'S'' GREETING 

In greeting we say 
"Merry Christmas" to-day, — 

And we Join in your sports and wiles ; 
May the coming New Year 
Bring never a tear 

But always sweet laughter and smiles. 

We ne'er shall regret, 
We shall never forget 

Kind words to the "Carrier" spoken ; 
So for all (without tears) 
Many glad happy years, 

And in heav'n a Christmas unbroken. 
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